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TO 

MY DEAR HUSBAND 
AND CHILDREN, 

THESE LI19ES 

WEITTEN DURING A PERIOD 

OF LENGTHENED SUFFERING 

AND RECOVERY FROM ILLNESS, 

ARE AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED. 



THOUGHTS IN BUSHY PARK. 



TO MY DEAB SON, 
R. M. B. 






Stebk Winter's dark and gloomy days are o'er, 
The warbling birdfl^jpesiun^ their strains oiM more ; 
Spring's gentle yoice aifAes f^ 4prii^jij|| ew;^, ^ 
And Nature rises to a second birth. 

•• 

Let lis go forth, my son, her beauties view. 
And to the neighbouring Park our way pursue ; 
The balmy zephyrs which around u« play. 
And the warm sunshine of this geniaT day. 
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With thy sweet tenderness and love, impart 

New life and gladness to my wounded heart. 

The river winds its broad and firuitful stream, 

Sparkling with many a bright and sunny beam, 

Villas and groves arise on either side, 

And on its margin boats and barges glide. 

The stately swans their snowy plumes unfold, 

Majestic as fair Egypt's Queen of old ! 

Enamelled meads a fragrant feast display 

To flocks and herds that on its margin stray. 

The patient angler throws his artful spell 

For finny tribes that in its current dwell. 

See through the trees in sacred pomp revealed 

Our village church doth heavenly blessings yield. 

Ah ! whenNdiiall I within its walli^gain 

Sweet counsel War, imdi^oii^^e holy strain 

Of public prayer, and joyfiil praises sing 

To our Redeemer, Prophet, Priest, and King ! 

Through four lopg years I now have been confined 

Upon my couch, or on this car reclined ; 

Full many a grief has worn my shattered frame, 

Sustained by trust in God's Almighty name. 
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By sea and land, throi^li city and through fields 
His arm has been my ever present shield, 
Hia Word, my rod and staff, at each remove, 
Conducts me onwards with the cords of love. 



Teddington, 

May 27th, 184!l. 
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II. 



What various scenes by power divine are wrought, 

That fill the mind with elevating thought ! 

In vast America's &r distant clime 

The mountains rise and rivers flow sublime. 

There Niagara pours his mighty flood 

O'er the wide ro^, amidst the gorgeous wood, 

By night and day throughout the roUing hours 

Waking the echoes with his thundering showers ; 

Prismatic colours kindle on his sprays, 

Beneath the sun's illuminating rays, 

Whilst beasts the prairies wide unconscious tread, 

And birds their wings of varied plumage spread. 
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The traveller listens with an awe profound, 

As though he wandered on enchanted ground. 

Nor need we leave fair Britain's shores to find 

Such hallowed feelings rise within our mind. 

As we draw near to Hampton's stately towers, 

And pass through Wolsey's ancient Parks and bowers. 

We feel their influence our spirits move 

To thoughts of adoration, praise, and love ! 

In massive grandeur rising to the view 

Behold, my son, that splendid avenue ! 

Memory and Hope preside amidst those trees. 

Whose leaves emblossomed wanton with the breeze. 

Like soldiers marshalled on a brilliant day, 

On either side they stretch along the way, 

Banners of love, with fragrant beauty bright. 

Their branches wave a welcome of delight! 

Thousands of birds within their foliage sing, 

Proclaiming all around the joyM Spring, 

Whilst myriad insect tribes unite to raise 

Their annual tribute of melodious praise 

To that great God, by whose eternal power 

All nature lives and breathes from hour to hour. 
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As in some grand Cathedral's vaulted pile 
The transepts stretch across the sacred aisle, 
So on each side commingling groves arise, 
And lofty branches screen the dazzling skies ! 
Bright Summer's glad prognosticating bird, 
The Cuckoo's thrilling note afar is heard. 
The lowing kine explore the blooming maze, 
And antlered flocks the flowery herbage graze. 
As we proceed new beauties we behold ; 
At length, the spreading trees their ranks unfold. 
And round a limpid pool, as Heshbon^ clea^, 
A brilliant amphitheatre appear ! — 
And rising from the glassy flood we view. 
Midst dolphins sporting in the waters blue, 
Diana, sylvan Queen ! her bow in hand, 
Like guardian genius of the smiling land. 
The royal gate Bath-rabbim brings to mind. 
Work of a Prince of ancient taste refined — 
Leading to gardens where choice flowers abound. 
And grace and elegance our path surround. 

The bright meridian sun, with fervent rays. 
Enamoured, draws forth clouds of rich perfumes. 
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Eacli object teems with life, with beauty blooms, 

And shows new charms beneath his ardent gaze ! 
Here let us rest ! — ^beneath this welcome shade, 
Which seems for prayer and meditation made, 
And as we contemplate the glowing scene. 
Enquiring ask what all these wonders mean ? 

From year to year they show God's power and love. 
And pledges of that sacred promise prove, 
Which tells the Advent of the Lord draws near. 
When all the holy Angels shall appear. 
And thousand times ten thousand Saints shall rise 
From earth and seas ! 

Then shall the opening skies 
Shine forth with myriads of the ransomed there. 
Who in the triumphs of that Day shall share. 

This is no vain Enthusiast's idle dream. 
But of God's Word the true and awful theme ! 
And each revolving season we are borne 
Nearer and nearer to its blissful mom ! 
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Oh ! then, ye birds, attune your choicest lays, 
Ye insects, warble tlis melodious praise, 
And wave your branches, ye wide-spreading trees, 
" His Coming"* to foretell with every vernal breeze. 

BusHT Park, 

May 21th, 1841. 



NOTES TO THE FOREGOING, 

(1) ''The pools in Heshbon by the gate of Bath-rabbim/' 

Canticles, vii« 4. 

(2) "Let the fields be jo3rful, and all that is therein, then shall 
all the trees of the wood rejoice, before the Lord, for He cometh to 
judge the earth, he shall judge the world with righteousness, and 
the people with his truth." 

Paalm xcvi. 12—13. 



. # 
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III. 

How sweet beneath the hawthorn biish,*m May, 
To listen to the Blackbird's evening lay, 
While every Thrush and Linnet of the grove 
With Philomel pour forth their songs of love. 
They sing, and we our pleased attention lend, 
As you, dear Richard, by my side suspend 
The Poet's sacred strains from India's shore. 
Or varied tales of legendary lore. 
Which with new kindling rapture you resume. 
As we imbibe the fragrant May's perfume. 

Above, beneath, around, the prospect shines ; 
To calm and joy each s^ht the heart inclines ; 
Above, the sky is blue and clear — serene 
With fleecy clouds and saflBron hues between ; 
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Beneathy the Deer browse on the turf around. 
Or seem to listen to thy yoice's sound ; 
That milk-white Doe, with her uplifted head. 
Has pulled a branch, and round a shower of blossoms 
shed. 

Far to the right, embowered in sylvan shade. 
Behold the mansion of Queen Adelaide ! 
We'll lift our hearts to God, that He may shed 
Continued blessings on her gracious head. 

And see yon sacred tower ! — amidst the trees 
Its flag, unfurled, waves gently in the breeze ; 
Its bells now undulate throughout the air, 
And with their joyful peals around declare 
The glad return of that eventful day 
Which to King Charles restored his regal sway, 
And by his lawful rule assuaged those woes 
Which spring from treason and intestine foes. 
Our Mother Church thus bids her sons rejoice, 
And from past ages sends a cheering voice. 
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Proclaiming God's Almighty^ sovereign power, 

Which made the oak to him a sheltering bower. 

Lord of the forests stands the noble tree, 

Britannia's glory, both by land and sea. 

Thus gratitude and holy zeal unite 

To fan the flame of loyal honour bright, 

Through Summer's heat and Winter's stormy blast, 

Long as the kingdoms of this world shall last ; 

But soft ! the bells have ceased, and all around 

A holy stillness reigns ! 

With solemn sound 
The clock strikes seven, and bids us home depart ; 
Oh ! may it bring this moral to our heart ! 
Though days of joy and sorrow close in night. 
They lead to realms of everlasting light ! 



May 29M, 1841. 
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IV. 



The Summer's roseate hours inspire delight ; 
All Nature shines in thrilling beauty bright ! 
As through the fruitM fields we wend our way. 
In Bushy's bowers to pass the pleasant day ! 
How welcome rise the towering trees around ! 
How soft the pressure of the yerdant ground ! 
The drooping Limes their fragrant perfumes shed- 
Garlands of love suspended o'er our head ; 
Beneath their shade see varied groups repose ; 
Pleasure and Peace their smiling looks disclose, — 
And hark ! from yonder garden's green alcove 
What martial strains our inmost spirits move ! . 
Weekly the soldier band in concert play, 
And charm the country roimd with music gay, 
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Whilst their sweet cadence floats upon the air. 
Our hearts feel lightened of each anxious care, 
Winding through yonder overarching glade. 
Midst knights and dames, a courtly cavalcade, 
On gallant palfrey borne, see Adelaide ! 
Beloved of British hearts, whose gracious mien 
Adds a new charm to this delightful scene ; 
As on she moves, with gentle steps and slow, 
With warm benevolence her features glow ; 
Oh ! could we see them, seraph hosts attend 
On her, the Church's and the People's friend ! 
Long may she live to grace her royal bower, 
And heavenly blessings crown her latest hour. 



BusHT Park, 

June, 1841. 
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V. 



• See Autumn comes with yellow wheaten sheaf; 

With magic pencil tints each fading leaf ; 

But soon shall rustling winds obedient spread 

Their glories o'er the verdant turf we tread ! 

Meantime how grand this avenue appears. 

Clad in the gorgeous mantle which she wears : 

* 
Its blossoms; ripened into fruits, abound. 

And dropping from its loaded branches round, 

The varnished nut, rolled from its prickly shell. 

Allures the fallow Deer, who like it well, 

And joyous feed amidst the sylvan scene, 

Whikt sportive children loiter on the green. 

The Spring and Summer's joyful hours are past. 

And Autumn soon must yield to Winter's blast. 



THOUGHTS IN BUSHY PARK. 15 

Yet shall God's power and love again renew 

Each lovely blossom and each varied hue. 

Lo ! such man's life ! from year to year we see 

His progress shown in every growing tree ; 

When trained in virtue's paths, his early mind 

Is to heroic purposes inclined, • 

Blossoms of hope, and virtue, joy, and grace, 

Beam on the youthful Pilgrim's form and face ; 

The shower, the simshine, and the storm are sent, 

And the bright rainbow o'er his head is bent — 

Tokens that he in life's protracted day. 

With heaven-taught truth and wisdom's sacred lore, 

Shall from his long-accmnulated store 
Nourish all those who dwell beneath his sway. 

Bushy Park, 

September, 1841. 
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VI 

The welcome Spring returns again. 

And with her sweets perfumes the air, 
The gladsome hours, a lovely train. 

Each day unfold her beauties rare ! 
The earth rejoices in our God, 

Attired in robes of emerald green. 
The blossomed trees and daisied sod 

Spangled with many a flower are seen ; 
Yet still for her whose worth adorns 

The highest ranks of British Fair, 
Amidst these bowers our spirit mourns, 

And lifts to Heaven a fervent prayer ! 
Oh Thou ! who dost allure the soul 

In sorrow's hour to seek thy face. 
And mak'st the wounded spirit whole 

With streams of thy reviving grace. 



THOUGHTS IN BUSHY FABK. 17 



On royal Adelaide bestow 

Their purest tides of heavenly joy, 
And cause her that blest peace to know 

Which nothing earthly can destroy. 
Oh ! may the balmy breath of Spring 

Renew and cheer her weakened powers, 
And Summer's roseate hours yet bring 

Her back to grace fair Busby's bowers. 
Long may she blessings shed around 

To all who in her orbit move, 
Friendship and love her path surround, 

And guardian angels from above. 



May 30th, 1842. 
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VII. 

The air is fkiined with many a breeze. 
Grey silvery clouds, spread o'er the sky, 

Drop sweetness o*er the turf and trees. 
Refreshing to the wanderer's eye ; 

Let us seek shelter in the glade, 

Beneath our favourite lime-trees' shade. 

See ! yonder speckled Deer so fleet 
Erect their graceM heads with pride. 

With quiet gaze our presence greet. 
Now feed contented by our side. 

Welcome to them the passing shower, 

Which cools the herbage and the flower. 
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Hark to the turtle's plaintive Toioe ! 

Whilst from among the fragrant boughs 
He woos his fond mate to rejoice. 

Murmuring forth his tender vows ; 
Nor dreams that as he sings concealed 
His ardent passion is revealed. 

Like that divine and holy love 

Breathed in prophetic strains of old. 

Which bids the Church her hours improve, 
And with her Lord commimion hold, 

Delighted praise His holy name. 

And all around His love proclaim. 

Awake, oh southern breeze ! awake 
Our sluggish hearts to songs of praise. 

Till from the sky the shadows break. 

Whilst warbling birds trill forth their lays. 

And the bright sun appears again 

With a clear shining after rain. 
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Oh gentle Dove ! our souls inspire 
With breathings of celestial love. 

To join the bright angelic choir, 
Who in the bowers of bliss above. 

Redeemed from earthly sorrow, sing 

The glories of our heavenly king. 

June 80th, 1842. 
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VIII. 

Tempestuous gales now sway the trees. 

With tender thoughts my heart they thrill : 
Then as they die upon the breeze. 

Silence prevails, and all is still ! 
Melodious as th' ^olian Lyre, 

Their cadence swells upon mine ear : 
So earthly joys our bosoms fire. 

Then leave us when they seem most dear. 

The Lime Trees' fragrant shades I view. 
Where my dear Son so lately trod 

Beside me, with affection true. 
Upon the fresh and verdant sod. 



i 
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The Spanish Chesnut's graceful bloom, 
And Walnut leaf's refreshing smell, 

With the Carnation's fine perfume, 
And Rose that doth all flowers excel, 

Recall to me the parting hour, 

When my dear Richard left my bower.* 

Since then the Lime's delicious shades, 
Hare lost their chiefest charm to me. 

But as the Summer beauty fades, 
I long kind Autumn's tints to see, 

Which shall proclaim the time draws near. 

When he again my heart shall cheer ! 

July \6th, 1842. 



* He had left us to accompany his Sister to the Continent, 
for the henefit of her health. In the morning he presented me 
with the Flowers alluded to. 
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IX. 

The sultry hours of noon are past. 
And welcome evening comes at last ; 
There is a rustling in the trees, 
A freshuess in the rising breeze ; 
The wearied labourers home return, 
All, save yon Mowers, 'midst the Fern. 



The Birds have ceased their lively song, 
And, as we slowly glide along. 
Twilight pervades the darkening grove. 
Of late so full of joy and love ! — 
Only the Cushat's piercing cry 
Echoes my spirits' rising sigh. 
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Whilst for my absent Son I mourn. 
And anxious long for his return ! 
Ah ! when will my dear Henry comOy 
And with his smiles dispel my gloom ? 
His Dog with wistful gaze turns round, 
As though he heard his footsteps' sound. 

Ah ! no, fond Bernard,* 'tis not he ! 
Thy Master dear to you and me ; 
Only a Horseman in the shade 
A starting step aside has made. 
Like us, upon his silent way, 
Betuming home at close of day. 

July 20thy 1842. 



• A fine Dog, that always ran beside my Sofa-carriage — ^he 
belonged to my Son Henry, who we were daily expecting from 
the North. 



THOUGHTS ON THE LAWN. 



TO MT DBAB DAUGHTEB, 
S. J. B. 



Welcome, dear Sarah, to this sylvan scene. 
Embowered with Laurels ever fair and green, 
Which, like God's mercy, compass us around — 
'Tis surely like some blest elysian ground — 
And we so long within have been confined 
Affords a double relish to our mind. 

Let us repose, beneath this Cedar Tree, 
In it an Emblem of thy Father see. 
Whilst yonder Firs are like thy Brothers dear. 
And thou the sweet Acacia blooming near ! 
Those Blackbirds view, thy Father's guests they are. 
Who with their pleasing steps repay his care, 
# 
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'Ere long with other warblers of the grove 
They'll join and charm our ears with songs of loye ; 
The distant waterfall with lulling sound. 
Adds to the harmony of all around. 
And now the chariot wheels that roll along. 
Towards our Mendly neighbours dwelling throng. 
And old and young, and rich and poor are met, 
To teach the young to spread the Gospel net.^ 

Sweet Maid, thou'rt welcome to my side once more. 
And whilst our Friends are met, let us implore 
Our God, to bless their labors hx and near — 
That at the last great day it may appear 
The seed now sown has borne an hundred fold, 
'Tis God who gives the silver and the gold; 
And He alone can love and zeal impart 
To win and conquer each rebellious heart. 
Upon our globe how fnany millions dwell. 
Without a thought of either heaven or hell. 
Whilst others bow the knee to wood and stone, 
And dream with horrid rites they for their sin atone. 
Yet sadder still in our own land the case 
Of those who wilfully despise God's grace !. 
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Oh ! Lord ! — ^now send thy Holy Spirit down : 
Mountains of guilt and woe shall be o'erthrown ! 
If Thou but speak the word, " Let there be light," 
Then, sin, and shame, and death shall take their flight. 
We wait Thy coming ! — ^wherefore. Lord, delay ? 
Prepare our hearts, and those we love, I pray, 
To meet Thee on that dread but joyful day ! 

And now, beloved girl, oh let us praise 

Our God, whose mercy has prolonged our days ! 

Oh ! may His Holy Word a lantern prove, 

To guide thee in the paths of peace and love ! 

And may the setting sun, whose parting beam 

Doth round us with such soften'd radiance gleam. 

Yet prove a type of that calm, hallowed tide, 

In which thy Father's and my days shall glide : 

And, as their beauties soon must end in night, 

To rise in renovated splendour bright. 

May they remind us that this life must close — 

Its storms and sunshine in the grave repose — 

Yet rise again, in everlasting day. 

To glory which shall never pass away ! 
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Rcmembranco of our former woes shall give 

Us sympathy with all, long as we live ! 

Andy O may that judicious Mend, whose skill 

God blest to our relief in every ill, 

And all of those whose watchful care and love 

Did so much comfort in our trials prove. 

With those kind friends who join'd for us in prayer, 

The richest blessings of God's covenant share ! 

God's glory ever be their sure defence, 

And all unite to bless His providence ! 



June I5th, 1841. 



NOTE TO THE FOREGOING. 

(1) Illness had confined her to the house for some months. It 
was the Anniversary of the Annual Church Missionary Meeting, 
at a Neighbouring Friend's, which our weakness prevented us from 
attending. 



BIRTH-DAY WREATH. 



POS MY DEAR SON, 

H. R. B., 

WHEN ABSENT WITH HIS REGIMENT. 



Another year its course has run, 
Thy natal Day draws near, my Son ! 
Oh ! may it dawn on Thee with joy, 
And holy thoughts thy Heart employ 
To God be thanksgiving and praise 
Whose mercy ever crowns thy days; 
Like Joshua, who a soldier bold. 
Led forth the chosen Hosts of old, 
May* st thou God's holy service chuse. 
And daily His blest Word peruse ! 
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So Shalt thou ever prosperous be, 
And Asher's* Blessings rest on thee ! 

With Heaven our journey's end in view, 
Be to thy Queen and Country true, 
Like Daniel, who in courts withstood 
Temptations dire and angry flood. 
To God make thy petitions known. 
And daily kneel before His Throne ! 
Nor fear reproof, nor scorn, nor shame, 
When called to glorify His Name ! 
May Christ the Lord thy watchword be. 
And His blest Spirit strengthen thee ! 
So shall thy Banners victory prove. 
Directed by His Arm above ! 

And, dearest Henry ! now receive 
This Garland, which for thee I weave ! 
And as I view each beauteous Flower, 
I long for thee to grace my Bower ! 

• Deut xzxiiL 24, 25. 1 Cor. L 31. 
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The fragrant Myrtle, ever green, 
Emblem of grace divine is seen ! 
Nemophyla, of azure hue, 
Like Angel from the sky so blue, 
Which, as her petals fair imfold. 
Seems scarcely formed of earthly mould. 
And, lingering in our borders yet. 
Bids us her Maker not forget. 

See ! Heliotrope, whose tender bloom 
Sheds all'around a rich perfrune, 
Like that true Love which doth impart 
Kapture and joy to every Heart ! 
And these Anemonies that cheer 
Our hearts throughout the livelong year. 
Are like those charms which oft we find 
From friendly converse true and kind ! 



The Garden's Queen, the lovely Rose, 
Beauty and fragrance doth disclose, 
Whilst at her side, with guardian care. 
The richly scented Salvias rare. 
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Like braye and gallant soldiers view. 
Some clad in scarlet, some in blue ! 
And in attendance near, behold 
Tropelium, with her flowers of gold, 
Chrysanthemum, both dark and light, 
And the Lobelia gay and bright ! 
Apparelled all in robes so fine. 
Ready in palaces to shine ! 

Many beauties now shall greet thee ! 
Crimson Fuchsia drooping sweetly ! 
Tall and graceful Persecaria, 
Yellow slippered Calceolaria, 
Honeysuckles, sweet entwining. 
With the fragrant Briar combining. 
Unfolding with the rays of morning, 
Escolsia, still our path adorning. 
Learn the good of early hours 
From her brilliant yellow flowers ! 
Various tinted sweet Verbina, 
Ever welcome Laurestina, 
Heath, in fancy dress capricious, 
Mignionette, with breath delicious, 
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These to thee my love convey, 
My Henry, on thy natal Day ! 

Thus as my Garland I {prepare, 
Assisted by my Handmaid fair, 
Amidst their beauties choice oh ! look, 
As from a warm and sunny nook 
These Violets by dear Bichard brought, 
Shall bring us to thy tender thought ! 

Thy Father sends Geranium bright. 
Its brilliant scarlet mingles well 
With the Camelia's vestal white. 
And both together plainly tell. 
The Gospel Truth for Man to hear — 
And ever in remembrance bear ; 
Oh ! may it spread, by God's command. 
Throughout the world in every Land ! 
And hark ! a voice from Cambria's shore, 
Dear Sarah, would increase my store. 
With the Arbutus, lovely flower. 
From £ur Glamorgan's autumn Bower, 



i 
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Its Berries pprcen, and red, and bright, 
Rceall full many a past delight. 

And oh ! my Son ! receive these Bays, 
With which I close my votive Lays, 
Their perfume lasts when they are dead. 
So these our grateful Hearts shall lead 
To that beloved Saint above, 
Who guards thee with angelic love ! 
Still may her Blessing rest on thee, 
Virtuous and happy may'st thou bo ! 
May God provide thee loving Wife, 
To be thy joy and crown in Life, 
And on this earth thy days prolong, 
Till Childrens' Children round thee throng, 
And Seraph Hosts, for ever nigh. 
Conduct thee to the realms on high ! 

Nw. 2nrf, 1841. 



TO MY DEAR SON, 

S. B., 

ON A HEATH PLANT HE BROUaHT ME FROM THE 

HOT-HOUSE. 



See ! sheltered from the winter's storm, 
How lovely blooms this purple Heath, 

Gh:aceful its colour and its form. 
Uprising from the moss beneath. 

One of a numerous family, 

How variously their lot is ca«t, 

Some trained in warm security, 
And some exposed to every blast ! 
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Oft have I loved in days of yore 
Abroad with thee, my Son to roam, 

And gather from the wilds a store. 
To decorate our rooms at home ! 

On Surrey Hills, o'er bright Coombe Hurst, 

Rich and luxuriantly it grew, 
And lovely did the landscape burst 

From thence on our admiring view. 

Whilst flowers of fragrance and perfume 
Itegaled us with their varied smell. 

And busy bees, frt)m every bloom. 
Extracted honey /or their cell ! 

The cottagers that dwelt around 
Rejoiced their murmurs soft' to hear, 

Disposing of the produce foimd 

For richer neighbours' dainty cheer. 

*Tis thus by Providence decreed. 
That smallest means will oft avail 

To help man in his hour of need. 
When mbre apparent sources &iil. 
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And since on Cambria's winding shore^ 
Above the rocks and hollow caves, 

How brightly shone the heather o'er 
The hills whose feet old ocean laves. 

In summer's sunny roseate hours 
How gloriously its purple hue, 

Mixed with the furze's yellow flowers, 
Beneath the vaidt of heaven so blue. 

As tho' in that sweet solitude 
Nature a broidered carpet threw, 

Where we have gone in happy mood. 
With friends and kindred, loVd and true. 

Where shepherd Boy his flock would lead. 
There have we wandered with delight, 

And scarcely seemed the time to heed. 
Whilst gazing on the ocean bright ; 

Or, in some ruined castle's shade. 
We viewed the heights of Cefn Bryn, 

And there a slight repast we made, 
Then grateful sung our evening hymn. 
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Oh ! yet again, I hope, my Son, 

We may these pleasures often share. 

As time his future course shall run, 
And God our lives shall spare ! 

To Him then let us join to raise. 

This prayer that He may deign to bless 

Our yet remaining mortal days. 

With joys renewed and righteousness. 

Thus may we praise Him for His grace. 
Who doth our varied paths defend, 

Who night and day in every place 
Is still our ever present Friend ! 



Dec. 23rd, 1841. 



TO MY DEAB SON, 

F. J. B., 

ON HIS FBESENTINQ ME WITH Jl BOSE-BUD, 

COYEBED WITH H0AB-PB08T, 

FBOM THE GABDEN. 



Bedewed with frost, this lovely Rose, 
Bloomiiig amidst these wintry snows. 
Like Infancy when nurst by Age, 
Or, Youth carest by Pilgrim sage. 
Seems as a pledge and token sure 
God's mercy ever shall endure, 
I^ of thaf l)ud of Sharon's Tree, 
At once its root and branch to be. 
And sprung from Joseph's Virgin Bride, 
Was nursed and cherished by his side ! 
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•IMPROMPTU 

TO MY DEAS H U 8 B A N ]>^ 
NEW YEAR'S EVE. 



How variously this Eve is spent, 
By some in mirth and merriment ; 
Others in sickness and in sorrow 
Await .the dawning of the morrow. 
Like Harold's Army wild and gay, 
Some dance and sing till break of day ; 
Like wis^ William, some till morning. 
In prayer and praise watch for the dawning. 
With these, my Spouse, let us imite, 
And lift our thoughts to realms of light ; 
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With holy David let us raise 
Pfalms of thanlu-giying and of praise, 
And pray to Qod, that He may shine 
Upon our hearts with grace divine. 
Nor only for ourselves we'll pray, 
But for our Children far away ; ♦ 
Biay each and all His &ivour prove, 
Drawn with the cords of heavenly love ! 

May all our Household fear the Lord, 

And walk in holy sweet accord ; 

Let grateful thoughts our hearts employ, 

For all the blessings we enjoy, 

And God's eternal love and power 

Provide for every future hour ! 

1841. 



* They were at this time all absent 



TO MY DEAB SON, 

R. M. B., 

WHO WAS ON A VISIT WITH HIS SISTBS TO HIS 

BROTHER IN WALES. 



To thee, my Son, so far from home. 
How oft my thoughts do fondly roam ; 
I think I see thee with thy Book, 
And studious meditative look, 
Seated by thy dear Sister's side. 
Heading aloud at evening- tide ! — 
Or "when alone you still pursue. 
With zeal and pleasure ever new, 
Athenian, ■^Gem.anic lore, 
And heavenly truths add to your store. 
Then, with kind Friends in social chat, 
Now talk of this, and now of that. 
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Or, wandering on the winding shore. 

Where we so oft in days of yore, 

In cahn and meditative mood, 

Watching the briny waves, have stood. 

And on the power of God controlling, 

The tide of waters onward rolling. 

Swelling and breaking at our feet. 

Would gaisse, and hold much converse sweet ; 

With retrospective glance would view, 

The Ark, and her mysterious crew. 

Upon the waters gathering height. 

While from their agonizing sight. 

The Unbelievers saw it rise 

Higher and higher to the skies. 

Chosen by the incarnate God, 

When erst Judea's shores he trod ; 

The mighty water still must prove. 

Emblem of His eternal love. 

And the baptismal waves convey 

His holy Church to Heaven's bright day ; 

But drowns the faithless, as of old 

Befel the scoffers we are told ! 
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How patiently did Noah wait 
*' Shut in," in so confined a state, 
First sent the raven, then the dove, 
The earth's returning rest to prove ; 
How charming must the sight have been, 
When he and all his sons were seen 
Offering their grateful sacrifice, 
And lo ! a marvel in the skies 
Struck them with awe and dread surprise ! 
But speedily their terrors fled 
When God to them in mercy said, — 
'' This is my token, firm and sure, 
** My mercy ever shall endure." 



Such thoughts as these our hearts would cheer. 

When oft we paused awhile to hear 

The surge's rippling, pleasing sound. 

And gaze the beauteous bay around. 

The swelling waters, bright and blue. 

The distant hills of varied hue. 

And at our feet the flow'ry beach' 

The Lord's creative power would teach. 



Happy, my Son, sucli recollection ! 
These joys endure upon- reflection ! 
Oh ! may we yet again some day 
Such pleasures share in Swansea Bay ! 
Such thoughts will crowd thy youthful mind, 
To neither space nor time confined. 
But, drawn with cords of heavenly love, 
Shall rise to realms of bliss above ! 
And soon again I hope to write 
Some other visions of the night. 

January 9th, 1842. 



NOTE TO THE FOREGOING. 



(1) The sands in Swansea Bay are remarkable for innumerable 
small white Roses, wild Thyme, and other minute flowers. The 
sea Eryngo, or Holly, grows on them in great abundance, and 
very luxuriantly. 



TO THE SAME, 



WITH THOUGHTS ON OYSTESMOTTTH CASTLE. 



As from my couch my mind excursive flies, 
And former times, and distant scenes descries, 
With thee, my Son, I wander by the shore. 
And our old haunts by sea and land explore. 
Behold yon ancient, ivy-mantled tower. 
Might seem for winter's Queen a fitting Bower ; 
Oft have its gates received the Warrior bold. 
The Chieftain and his Bride in days of old ! 
Would that its crumbling walls could now relate 
Its varied history and by-gone state ? 
The rising ground, on which it firmly stands. 
The circling Bay on either side commands ; 
The Church below, and many a straggling Cot, 
With Mansions gay, that now adorn the spot ; 
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And School, to give the In£mt mind employ. 
In paths which lead to virtue and to joy ! 
The wintry sun with frigid radiance streams. 
And o'er the ocean on the beacon gleams — 
The swelling tide of water, bright and blue. 
Reflects the vaulted heaven's cerulean hue ! 
While many a shining sail from fisher's bark 
Relieves the lenghthened promontory dark ! 
These all, as Fancy brings them to my view. 
Past joys and sorrows in my heart renew. 
And as I muse, sweet thoughts thrill thro' my heart. 
With memories fond that never can depart. 



January 14M, 1841. 



SCENE ON THE LAWN. 



Tifl bright July ! the Sun, whose fervent rays 
At noon poured forth an overpowering heat, 

With softened radiance o'er the garden plays. 
Whilst the gay Birds attune their voices sweet. 

The summer breeze a playful dalliance throws 
Of light and shade upon the verdant lawn, 

And is perfumed with many a blushing rose, 
From the gay Parterres which her breast adorn. 

How pleasant are some scenes of human life, 
They leave a blest impression on the heart, 

And in this world, where sin and woe are rife, 
A healing sacred influence impart ! 

And such the scene I from my window view : 
Childhood and Infancy a feast have made : 

With sparkling eyes, and cheeks of rosy hue. 
They with their Friends rejoice beneath the shade. 



t 
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Acacias ware their feathery bnmches light : 

Unniimbered flowers diflbse their choieest smdb : 

Each sight, each sound, inspires heartfelt ddi^t. 
And glories of our great Creator tells ! 

O'er such a gronp, the hearenly Choir preside : 
Unseen they whisper h(^ thoughts around : 

As when the voice of God, at even-tide. 

To our first Parents was a welcome soond. ' 

And we have warrant for a surer joy 
Than theirs who in the Bowers of Eden trod, 

For that Arch-fiend, who did their bliss destroy, 
Has fallen beneath the uplifted Arm of God. 

It was the same, our blest Redeemer's Arm, 
By night and day Believers led of old : 

Oh ! may His gracious presence keep from harm, 
And guide the happy group I now behold ! 

As years roll on, thus may they find increase 
Of faith and love, each sin and core destroy. 

Till as a river's tide the Gospel peace 

Shall overflow their hearts with heavenly joy ! 

/M/y lti» 1841. 



ON OBSEKTINO THE HAKVE8T MOON SISING BEHIND 
THE CEDAB TBEE ON OUK LAWN. 



Sweet is the hpiir of parting day to me, 
As from behind our spreading Cedar Tree, 
The Harvest Moon, in solemn grandeur shines, 
And to deep gratitude my heart inclines ! 
I love to watch her progress o'er the grove, 
TiU from the vaulted cloudless sky above. 
Cleared from the mists of earth, her lovely fiice 
Seems to regard us with maternal grace. 

Queen of the Night ! her glorious beams convey 
To many a winding shore and lonely Bay 
Sweet thoughts of home to wanderers far away, 
And, radiant o'er old Ocean's wide expanse, 
In every clime, Man's thoughtM mind entrance. 
On Transatlantic and on Indian lands 
' They sooth the sorrowing Captive in his bands : 



/ 
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His aching temples, as they gently kiss, 
Inspire his heart with momentary bliss : 
Whilst polar skies, where fiery meteors blaze 
Through their long nights, enjoy her milder rays, 
And in our own much fayoured happy Isle 
Their lustre gilds full many a sacred pile, 
And round the Castle's terraced height they shed 
New beauty on each lovely gazer's head ! 
Or to the cabins of the poor impart 
A light surpassing all the aid of art ! 
Cheering the sick Man's chamber with their glow, 
And Shepherds watching on the Mountain's brow, 
Or, to some youthful Pair, in shady Grove, 
Bear friendly witness to their faithful love — 
As now to ours', dear Partner of my way, 
Through many a bright, and many a cloudy day. 
Let not her heavenly beauties shine in vain. 
But like the Patriarch on Mamre's plain. 
And those who dwelt on Zorah's coast of old. 
Parents of the Danite Warrior bold. 
To God, our mighty Maker, let us raise 
Our evening sacrifice of prayer and praise : 



THE HABVEST MOON. 
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Strong in the panoply of faith divine, 
May our young Soldier's future actions shine. 
And all our children those rich mercies reap, 
Promised to such as His blest covenant keep. 

Ah ! where are they, our dear yoimg Pilgrims now, 
In quest of founts where healing- waters flow ! 

Fair Moon ! inspirer of my votive lay, 
I love to think thy beams around them play. 
As 'midst Bavaria's Forests, wild and bold. 
Where ranged full many a savage tribe of old — 
Beneath the ancient Beech Trees pleasant Grove, 
Upon the banks of Zaale and Zinn they rove,* 
Or, from the windows feel thy silent charm, 
With heavenly ardour their sweet converse warm. 
Queen of the Night ! where'er their footsteps stray. 
Do thou, benignant, smile upon their way ; 
May the bright Star of Jacob be their guide, - 
And holy Angels o'er their path preside ! 

Jugiut 2lst, 1842. 

• They were travelling in Bavaria, visiting the Spas of Kis- 
singen and Brukenau. 



TO MY DEA.K 80K, 

H. R. B., 

ON A DBAWING OF CASWELL BAT. 



How pleasant to the Beach to stray, 

When, after a tempestuous day, 

We listen to the curling waves 

Of the bright ocean as she laves. 

And seems to kiss the yellow sand, 

So firm and smooth on which we stand — 

Like one whose chafed and angry mood 

Has past away, and would be good. 

And seeks with fond caress to heal. 

The wounds which ire has caused us feel. 



And, such a scene, my Henry dear. 
Have you pourtrayed both calm and clear. 
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Where we have spent full many a day, 
On the bright sands of Caswell bay ! 

Oh ! happy were those days of old, 
When you, our charioteer so bold. 
Drove us through many a winding lane, 
By craggy steep, and heathy plain, 
Enriched with many a wilding flower. 
Extending o'er the hiUs of Gower ! 

July ZOth 1841. 




TO THE SAME, 
WITH A SMALL THISTLE FLOWEB. 



See ! my Son, this pretty Flower, 
Blooming by the highway side, 

Token of Creative power, 

Which doth every want provide : 

For the wild Ass fireely straying. 
O'er the moor, or lowly dell. 

For the War-horse fiercely neighing 
In the Castle guarded well ! 

From its fragrant scented bloom 
Bees extract their honied jidce. 

Bearing it to hives at home, 
Grateftil tribute to produce. 

But sweeter far to hearts that love 
Doth the Thistle's motto prove. 
When on each seal it seems to say, 
" Dinna forget me" when away. 



i 



SPRING. 

TO THE SAME, 
ON HIS SETUBN FBOM THE NORTH. 



Now is the pleasant time of spring ! 
Glad welcome to my Son I sing — 
In this peaceM evening hour 
Thrice welcome to my lonely bower — 
Though here no^ grandeur you perceive, 
Nor youthful beauty's smile to greet, 
Yet in their stead shall Flowrets sweet, 
And love maternal welcome give. 

Through seven long years by sorrow's touch 
Still bound by weakness to my couch — 
Know that; secluded though I be, 
Yet, by God's blessed Word set free, 
My spirit soars to realms of light, 
When all is holy, pure, and bright ! — 
Around our lawn, so smooth and green, 
Fidl many a lovely flower is seen, — 
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The Roses shed their sweet perfume. 

With the Azalia's tender bloom, 

The Myosotis azure blue, 

And Heartsease gay with varied hue. 

Pleasant it is again to see 

Spring's blossoms .on the Hawthorn tree, 

Alternate robed in virgin white, 

Or roseate blushing with delight ; 

Amidst those Lilacs rich attire 

The Blackbirds from our sight retire. 

Yet, piping with melodious song. 

Call to the varied feathered throng. 

Responsive from the Ivy bush. 

Hark to the music of the Thrush, — 

"Whilst tenderly the Nightingale 

Breathes her soft sorrows through the Vale. 

Then take these flowers as pledges given 
Of those eternal joys in Heaven — 
Prepared by God our Father's hand. 
For His redeemed and chosen band ! 

May 9th, 1844. 



THB CHBISTHAS BOSE. 



A BIRTH-DAY OFFERING. 



Not the blossom of the Spring, 
Odours shed from Summer's wing — 
Autumn's golden fields of com, 
Nor the Huntsman's merry horn, — 
Can a fairer charm disclose, 
.Than this hardy Christmas Rose ! 
Emblem fit of constant love, 
"Which long years alone can prove, — 
Sent, in vestal white, to cheer 
Darkest seasons of the year ! 
This, with Daphne's fragrant flower. 
Gathered from my wintry bower. 
On his Natal day shall greet 
My husband dear with tokens sweet ; — 
May God prolong his days in peace, — 
Then lead to joys that ne'er shall cease. 



Jan. I2th, 1844. 



TO MY DEAB SON, 
R. M. B., 

WITH A COPY OP THE ITALIAN POETS 

" LA BIBLIOTECA POETIC A ITALIANA.' 



From fair Ausonia's classic laud^ 
Receive, my Son, a chosen band : 
When tired with studies more severe 
May they thy wearied spirits cheer : 
Their tunefid verse thy mind shall move 
To thoughts of virtue and of love — 
Love that refines and beautifies 
Virtue that care and time defies ! 
So from Parnassus, all around, 
Orphean numbers shall resound. 
And loftier strains, from Zion*s Hill, 
Thy heart with holy transport fill ; 
Each passion find a just control. 
And peace and joy refresh thy soul. 

October 1844. 



DOMESTIC SCENE. 



It was the Lord's own sacred day, — 
I watch'd a scene that woiild require 

Correggio*s pencil to pourtray — 
Oh ! may the Muse my pen inspire ! 

Upon a couch an infant Boy 
Reposed, soft bud of hope and joy, — 
With dark brown hair, by nature drest, 
His pretty head the pillow prest I 
His little hands he spread about. 
As though his Mother's aid he sought, 
Who sat beside him, fond and true, 
Attired in silk of purple hue, 
Contrasting with his robe of snow. 
As mingled flowers in summer shew ; 
Her youthful face, in profile seen. 
Bent o'er her child with tender mien — 
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Her eyes with deep affection fraught 
Rapt in serious pleasing thought 
Of her loved Husband far away ! 

A Soldier he, faithful and kind ; 
To meet him on the following day 

Was she to brave the sea and wind. 
The Soldier's sire, with anxious look, 
Seated beside her, from his book 
Oft gazed upon his grandson dear. 
With mingled hope, and joy, and fear. 
Then read aloud the Word of God, 
The pilgrim's surest staff and rod ! 

Happy, sweet babe, upon the couch. 
May grace divine thy spirit touch 
In God's own service to delight. 
With all thy heart, and soul, and might. 
So may'st thou tread this path of life. 
Devoid of prejudice and strife. 
Following the Saviour's holy way 
To regions of eternal day ! 

Sept, 2\st, 1846. 



TO MY DEAB GBAND-CHILDKEN, 



E. R., T. S., AND E. M. U., 



IN REPLY TO A PACKET OF NOTES AND BIUTH-DAY OFFERINGS. 



Believe me, dear young ones, your tokens of love 

To my heart sweet emotions imparted 
How sweet are the joys from affection we prove 

Of those who are warm and true hearted. 
Present my best thanks to your kind Grandpapa, 

For the basket of grapes which he sent me, 
Altho' they had travelled so long and so far 

We admired both their taste and their beauty ; 
And to her, your kind Friend, whose love and whose care 

In virtue still leads your young minds to delight. 
Give my very kind love, and tell her my prayer 

Ascends for you all, both at morning and night. 
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Oh ! may you, dear children^ improve every day, 

May God fill your hearts with the love of His truth. 
And cause you to walk in His most blessed way, 

With wisdom and grace, in the time of your youth ; 
Oh ! never depart from the Laws of His Word, 

So shall you enjoy upon earth present peace. 
And at the last day hear the voice of our Lord 

Invite you to pleasures that never shall cease. 
But should you be led by temptation astray. 

And in mercy God sends you his chastening rod. 
To Jesus return with confession and pray — 

He only can save you, for He is our God. 

For all your kind wishes my thanks I repeat. 

With me your kind Friends at the Manor unite. 
To hope that ere long we again all shall meet ; 

Meanwhile I rejoice you so nicely can write, 
And pleasant it is in this warm simny weather. 

When I drive in the fields, the garden, or park, 
To think of those past happy times when together 

You dear ones went with me, and we would remark 
On the beauties aroimd us, near and afar. 
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And then we would listen to hear the birds sing. 
While garlands of flowers you would weave round my 
car, 

Or chesnuts and acorns abundantly bring. 
Adieu for the present, 'tis midnight my dears, 

I trust you are all fast asleep at this hour ; 
Oh ! may the good Shepherd, with love and with power, 

Preserve you from sin, and from dangers, and fears. 

September I5th, 1841. 



/ 
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TO EMMA, 
ON HER BIBTH-DAT. 



Not the lip of coral hue, 
Nor the eye of softest blue, 
Are the charms which can procure 
Love which shall through life endure. 
But it is the nameless grace. 
Shining in hir Virtue's face, . 
Which can every bosom charm, 
And to love and friendship warm. 

May this, dear Girl, thy portion be — 
May God*s blest Spirit rest on thee — 
And grant thee through long years to find 
A happy and contented mind. 

November, 1842. 



TO BESSIE, 



ON HER BIBTH-DAY. 



The Butterfly, on sportive wing, 
Basks in the sunny hours of Spring ; 
See how he flutters with delight 
Around each flowret gay and bright : 
So, Bessie, dear, with spirits gay. 
May you enjoy your Natal-day 1 
And may the same Almighty power, 
That clothes the insect and the flower. 
Endue thy mind with virtues rare, 
And guard thee with His watchM care ! 
Oh ! place in Him unbounded trust. 
Who is both merciful and just. 
From year to year then shalt thou prove 
Increasing raptures in His love ! 



May 7th, 1843. 



THE LITTLE COrfAGE MAID. 



It was the pleasant summer time. 
In the sweet hour of morning prime : 
I saw beneath an arbour's shade, 
A lovely little Cottage Maid. 
With book in hand, her task she read ; 
Her lesson learnt, across the mead 
Away she flew, with airy feet. 
To gather flowers so gay and sweet. 
She was her Grand-sire's joy and pride : 
Her favourite Dog was by her side : 
And as they sported by the way. 
The Dog and Child in healthful play. 
They both together seemed to me 
Portraits of happiness and glee. 
Her grateM heart rejoiced to bring. 
Her fragrant wild-flower offering. 



THE LITTLE COTTAGE KAID. 
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Roses red and violets blue. 

Of love like hers meet emblems true, 

And place them in her Grand- sire's breast. 

As he her gentle form carest, 

Then to his listening ear repeat 

Her morning Hymn in accents sweet. 

Oh ! 'twas a pleasant, joyM sight, 

Of home-bom innocent delight ! 

May 7th, 1844. 




r 



NEW YEAR'S OFFERING. 



TO MY COUSIN, 



IN IBELAND. 



Oh ! had I some fairy Balloon of my own, 
Would rise in the air like the light thistle down, 
To the emerald Isle I would quickly repair, 
And visit my Friends and my Ilelatiyes there ! 
0*cr gardens and meadows how swift I would fly. 
Athwart the pure air and the bright blazing sky ! 
What groups of admirers on earth I should view, 
All anxious my progress above to pursue ! 
Old men, and young children, and maidens so fair, 
With their eyes and their glasses. Oh ! how they would 

stare! 
And over the moimtain and over the moor. 
Conceive the surprise of each wondering Boor ! 
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And though used to much danger upon the wide seas, 
The bold British Tars my appearance would please, 
As hovering awhile o*er the Vale of Glanmire, 
I should gaze on the haven I so much desire ! 
But as this, my dear Annie, is out of my power. 
And I still must remain on my Couch in my Bower, 
With my pen I will write what my lips they would say. 
And my love to yourself and dear Mother convey. 
Oh ! may the new year in its progress be blest. 
The Dove of sweet Peace be your Cot*s welcome guest — 
The seasons revolving each give you increase 
Of heavenly love which our hearts still must please. 
This budding on earth amidst trials and tears, — 
As our path even now it so lightens and cheers — 
By the grace of our God, death cannot destroy. 
But hereafter shall bloom in glory and joy ! 



January 9M, 1843. 



HIGH BEECH, 



WEITTEN DUBINO JL VISIT TUEBE TO MY AUNT, 
AFTEE EECOVERY FROM ILLNESS. 



1846. 



Time's mystic chariot rolls apace. 
Silent and sure its steady race, 
Yet oft in youth the lagging hours 
Seem to require excitement's powers. 
Till, as we journey on, we find 
Thcii* course too rapid for our mind : 
Happy, thrice happy, are the few, 
Who in domestic scenes renew. 
From year to year, their peaceful life. 
Free from ambition, toil, and strife. 
Whilst ease and health their steps surround. 
They shed kind influence around ; 
Such, dearest aunt, thy lot appears. 
Oh ! may it crown thy future years, 
Dwelling in midst of roseate bowers. 
Training thy trees, and fruits, and flowers ; 
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Blessing and blest by God above, 
May rolling years thy joys improve. 
Long may the breezes of the hill, 
And waters pure their sweets distil ; 
Conspicuous in this lovely band 
Thy hospitable mansion stand, 
Thence many a friend with thee pursue 
With wondering gaze the distant view, 
Or, roaming through the forest glades. 
Admire their green and rural shades. 
And praise to God, with transport yield. 
For blessings of each fruitful field. 
In thy dear offspring may'st thou trace 
The warmth of heart, and sprightly grace 
Of the loved partner of past years ! 
Though memory with tender tears 
Will sometimes cloud thy widowed heart, 
May grace divine new hopes impart 
To meet again in heaven above. 
Where all is joy, and peace, and love ! 



September 4M, 1846. 



LINES 

WBITTEN IN AN ALBUM Ot FAMILY POBTBAITS. 



Affection loves with memory's wand to trace 
The features of each loved and kindred fiice ; 
Precious the art, which, with the pencil's stroke. 
Can bring to mind the eye, the smile, the look 
Of those, who in this world have walked in love. 
Oh ! may God's grace within their spirits move, 
That, when the changing scenes of earth are o'er, 
They all in Heaven may meet to part no more. 

1833. 



OCCASIONAL VEESES. 



ON HEARING 

THE CHIMES OF THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 

CHBI8TMA8 MOKNING. 



How pleasant sounds the village chime, 

TeUing of meny Christmas time ; 

My soul to God would grateful raise 

A hymn of thanksgiving and praise ; 

In bower and cot, in court and hall, 

This day imparts new joy to all, 

Pledge of God's favour, love, and grace. 

To man's rebellious fallen race. 

Where want and woe are chill and drear, 

It comes with annual gifts to cheer. 

And where kind friends and neighbours meet, 

Tokens of love each other greet. 

Oh ! then ye rich, with liberal hand. 

Diffuse your bounties o'er the land. 

And may we all unite to sing 

The praises of our heav'nly king. 

1841. 



CHRISTENING OF A FRIEND'S DAUGHTER. 



To thee, sweet blossom of the Spring, 
My Muse would fain an offering bring, 
Of fragrant flowers, of various hue. 
Purple and yellow, red and blue. 
Whilst, lulled upon thy Mother's breast, 
By her so tenderly carest. 
Like to a lovely primrose pale, 
Nurst on the bosom of the vale ; 
Oh ! may'st thou long a Heartsease prove, 
In answer to thy Parent's love. 
So, like the flowering Currant Tree, 
May early grace abound in thee ! 
And as thy christian names combining. 
Of Emily and Mary Twining, 
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Tell of thy Mother's fSaithful love 
To one now gone to realms above, 
Thine eyes so bright, in language sweet, 
To her fond heart shall oft repeat — 
<< Forget me not ! but seek for grace. 
With joy to run the heavenly race." 
May Sharon's Rose divinely shed 
His precious odours on thy head. 
And graciously incline thy heart 
To choose that blest and better part. 
Which time, nor death, can wrest away. 
But leads to Heaven's eternal Day. 

June, 1841. 



BIRTH-DAY OFFERING. 



TO A FBIEND. 



A WJBEATH of Flowers, to thee, dear Friend, 
By fancy's aid I fain would send, 
And with it frame a votive lay, 
To greet thee on thy Natal-day. 



The Spring and Summer now are flown. 
And with them many a flower is gone. 
Yet Autumn still, with kindly hand. 
Adorns our cultivated land 
With many a Garland fair to prove 
Tokens of God's unchanging love. 
Whose Word refers us to their charms, 
To guard us from all vain alarms ! 



I 
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So may the young, whose early spring 
You foster with maternal wing, 
In fixture times repay your care 
With christian graces, choice, and rare ! 
The firagrant Mignionette I bring, 
Which all around doth odour fling ; 
The lovely Pea, and Rose so white. 
And scarlet Fuchsia, gay and bright. 
Clematis sweet, with tendrils spread, 
Mingled with Virginia red, 
Seem with their colours to impart 
Heavenly instruction to the heart. 
Crimson and scarlet, red and white 
Fuchsia, and Creepers dazzling bright, 
With Rose and Mignionette so sweet, 
. Of His blest love are emblems meet, 
Whose Word is given both full and tree, 
That, though our sins as scarlet be. 
Yet shall they be as white as snow; 
From this assurance joy must flow. 
Oh ! may you feel its healing power. 
In every dark and trying hour, 
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And as life's journey you pursue, 
May the Nemopbyla so blue, 
To Heaven uplift your heart and mind, 
And every added year still find 
You walking in those paths of peace 
Which lead to joys that ne'er shall cease, 
Till, borne on Angel's wings, you fly 
To the blest mansions of the sky. 

October, 1841. 




STANZAS 
ON THE CHRISTENING OF THE PRINCE OF WALES, 

UPON HEARING THE REPORT OF THE GUNS AT 
WINDSOR CASTLE. 



Sound the loud Cannon from Windsor's old Tower ! 
Proclaim our young Prince is a Christian this hour ! 
Lord God Jehovah, endue him with grace ! 

Be his shield and his buckler, and glory we pray ! 
May his course still be blest in the heav'nly race. 

And Peace and Prosperity smile on his way ! 
Sound the loud Cannon from Windsor's old Tower ! 
Proclaim our young Prince is a Christian this hour ! 

Praise to the Lord shall resoimd from within, 
And Princes and Nobles imite in the Hymn ! 
Loud be the voice of the rich and the great, 

As Victoria's dear Son, they delight to proclaim. 
The bright star of hope to the Church and the State, 

Entreating a blessing upon his new name ! 
Soimd the loud Cannon from Windsor's old Tower ! 
Proclaim our young Prince is a Christian this hour ! 



> 
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Praise to the Lord shall resound from without, 
And the poor and the needy re-echo the shout ; 
Sing, for the bounty of many provide 

For the aged and young a glad plentiful treat. 
And Britons, with loyalty, spread far and wide. 

Unite in thanks-givings the tidings to greet. 
Sound the loud Cannon from Windsor's old Tower ! 
Proclaim our young Prince is a Christian this hour ! 

Bright may he shine 'midst the stars of our land, 
And his fame in the records of history stand ; 
Sing, may Victoria and Albert long live ! 

To receive all the homage their virtues ensure. 
May God and their People around them still weave 

A crown of true love which shall ever endure. 
Sound the loud Cannon from Windsor's old Tower ! 
Proclaim our young Prince is a Christian this hour ! 

January 25th, 1842. 
Adapted to the melody of '* Sound the loud Timbrel." 



THE FRIENDLY VISIT. 



Welcome, thrice welcome art thou, dearest Friend, 

Whose constant sympathy to me did'st lend 

A cheering influence in sorrow's hour, 

And now doth brighten health's renewing power. 

Full thirty years thy kindness have I proved, 

And many a dear one of my heart beloved. 

Right happily thy lot is cast in life, 

Devoid of care, of sickness, and of strife, 

And 'midst of jBdendly and domestic joy. 

Still to do good thy chosen glad employ. 

Oh ! could the world present a cup of bliss. 

It might be found in such a state as this, 

But well we know the sweetest joys on earth 

Are small compared with those of heavenly birth. 

And sin alas ! doth arm the fairest rose 

With thorns, to stir the mind from blind repose ; 
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Then with thy namesake in the Holy Book, 
Dear Friend, oh ! let us to the Saviour look, 
And with believing heart, and steadfast eye. 
Think of those glorious Mansions in the sky. 
Where many a loved One of our hearts doth rest. 
From sin and sorrow freed, in Jesu's breast 1 

As Mariners, who, toiling on the wave, 

From distant shores, distress and danger brave, 

Nor heed the Summer's heat and Winter's blast, 

Eager to reach their native land at last. 

Then to their Sovereign, with homage true. 

Climb mast and rigging, a right joyful crew — 

With kindly gratulation shout applause. 

As to their Ship his royal presence draws. 

From Earth to Heaven, at the dread Judgment-day, 

Thus shall the mystic Vessel of the Lord 
The multitude of the redeemed convey. 

Joining to sing His praise with one accord, 
So, may we follow in that blessed train. 
Who shall in His eternal kingdom reign ! 

July 12th, 1847. 



THE HONEYSUCKLE. 



I LOVE the Honeysuckle Flower, 
Blooming so constant round my Bower, 
In early Spring, its blossoms pale 
Breathe their sweet odours through the Vale, 
And in the Summer's glorious prime 
With crimson tints its garlands climb. 
And from the Parterres shrubs on high, 
Blushing, thus greet the gazer's eye ! 
Again through Autumn's sober calm 
Their pefumes sweet our senses charm, 
And midst of Winter's frost and snow. 
Around my lattice, as they blow. 
With welcome wreath of Evegreen, 
Emblems of Friendship they are seen. 

August, 1847. 



ON THE BIRTH OF A FRIEND'S CHILD 
IN ITALY. 



BoBN on our Church's brightest day, 
Sweet Babe, may Christ's divinest ray 
Its holy, happy, influence shed 
Upon thy heart, and on thy head ! 
Cast on a distant, foreign land. 
Still mayest thou find His guiding hand 
Thy infant years from harm protect. 
And all thy future ways direct ! 
Thus may the cares thy parent's prove 
Be answered by thy grateful love, 
And rolling years still give increase 
Of virtue, happiness, and peace ! 

May 1842. 



TO HENRY AND HELEN. 



Oh ! listen to the merry peals 

That float upon the balmy air, 
As swiftly fly the chariot wheels 

That bear from Church the happy pair ! 

Young Henry, and his lovely Bride 
Helen, so constant, kind, and true, 

Now seated by each other's side. 

Have bid their Friends, awhile, adieu I 

See ! nature dons her kirtle green, 
And strews the earth with fragrant flowers, 

Thus, may they thro' life's varied scene 
Find Love perfume their future hours ! 
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May Cana's Lord their course befriend, 
And Hymen's sacred bliss improve, 

While peace and joy from Heaven descend 
To crown their long-tried faithful love ! 

So may they long have cause to bless 
This day which doth their faith unite. 

And both together onward press 
To realms of everlasting light ! 

May 19M, 1842. 



LINES 

WRITTXH UFOV 

OCCASSION OF THE EARTHQUAKE, 

^THXCH HAPPSKSD 

IN ANTIGUA, IN FEBRUARY, 1848. 



What sound now breaks upon mine ear ? 
Of mingled tempest, tumidt, fear? 
The Lord His awful word hath spoken — 
And from afar He sends a token 
Of that approaching judgment day, 
When Heaven and Earth shall pass away ! 
For 'midst of sun-shine, peace, and joy. 
He sent His Angel to destroy ! 
Where, on the ocean's watery bed. 
The Western Indies lie outspread : 
From fair Antigua's Isle it came. 
And well our sympathy may claim 
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For Friends and C!ountrymen distrest. 

With sudden want and woe opprest ! 

Yet e'en while all seems desolate, 

The Lord doth with the storm debate, 

And in this sad disastrous hour 

He stays the rough wind of His power. 

And to His peoples* prayer doth yield 

The aid of His protecting shield. 

In the Cathedral's vaidted pile 

The Priest had ministered 'erewhile : 

Scarce had he issued from the door, 

Scarce was the morning service o'er, — 

He waited for a wedding train, 

The Altar to approach again, — 

When Earth with throes convulsive shaken 

Did fears in every heart awaken. 

With sudden crash the Building fells, — 

And every heart with dread appals : 

Prostrated on the heaving ground 

The city's ruins lie around : 

He calls upon our God in prayer. 

His people and himself to spare, 
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Whilst multitudes amazed fly, 
And shrieks of terror rend the sky. 
Frantic some rush into the tide, 
Thinking for safety to provide, 
And whilst they gaze with wild amaze. 
The mariners the su£Perers raise, 
Till on the decks they trembling stand — 
Sad is the sight by sea and land ! 
For by the shock the rocks are riven, 
The vessels from their anchors driven : 
Upon the shore they mournful view, • 
Their ruined homes the Island strew, 
Nor hope of neighbouring aid have they 
From friends and kindred far away. 
Oh ! then ye Britons promptly send ! 
Your distant countrymen befriend ! 
So may the God of mercy be 
Your help to all eternity ! 



Tun 



CHILD'S QUESTION ANSWERED. 



A little Child having been instructed in the doctrine of the Personality 
of God, afterwards, upon being measured for a pair of shoes, asked the 
question to which the following verses are an answer. 



Yes, my dear child, the Lord our God, 
When on this earth he meekly trod 
The mountain path, and city's street. 
Disdained not on his holy feet 
Sandals or shoes to wear or bind : 
And, oh ! how wondrous good and kind ! 
He took young children in his arms, 
Creator of their infant charms ; 
He placed his h^ds upon each head, 
And blessings on them freely shed. 
Thrice happy was the holy ground 
Where crowds around him daily thronged ; 



/ 
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To all their woes he gave relief, 
And healed each sickness and each grief; 
Who did but touch his robe, were cured 
Of evils they had long endured. 
Now from the realms of bliss above 
He views them with almighty love : 
By night and day he never sleeps, 
But ceaseless watch around them keeps ; 
And He shall come to Earth again, 
With everlasting joy to reign. 
Oh ! then, my darling, ever fear 
To sin against this guardian dear, 
So shall you find in every place 
The comfort of his heavenly grace ; 
And when again his feet shall stand 
On Zion's highly favoured land — 
When sinners from his presence flee — 
You shall his face in glory see ! 

December 25M, 1843. 



TO A FRIEND. 



Lajdy ! whose cheerful piety and grace 
Shed lustre round thy path in every place, 
Fain would my muse, unworthy though she be, 
Address a votive oflfering to thee ! 
Not from Parnassus' heights, nor Tempo's vale, 
Nor Helicon, whose classic stream must fail. 
But from Mount Carmel's holy, mystic cave, 
Whose rocky base the waves of Tarshish lave. 
And from Siloa's sacred foimt, that flows 
With sovereign balm to heal all human woes. 
Where in the moonlight gleam the olive trees, 
With silv'ry lustre in the midnight breeze. 
Beneath whose boughs, of old, the Saviour trod. 
And passed the night in prayer ! — Incarnate God; 
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TO A FKIEND. 



Would that His Spirit might on me descend, 

To prompt my thoughts to thee, beloved Mend ! 

Oft doth fond memory recall the hours 

That we so late enjoyed amid'st these bowers, 

HoLling sweet converse on God's grace and love, 

And bliss prepared for His redeemed above ! 

Or, from the neighbouring hill, delighted viewed 

The Thames unrol his wide and peaceful flood, 

Winding through groves, and many a fertile mead, 

Where flocks and herds in bounteous pastures feed : 

Type of that glorious stream, where ever blooms 

The tree of life, that sheds its rich perfumes 

From healing leaves, and choicest fruit allows 

To those who sit beneath its wide-spread boughs. 

Thence, may our souls, by faith, find present rest. 

And, midst of earthly conflicts be possest 

Of peace ! from our dear Lord the precious gift 

Which shall from earth to heaven our thoughts uplift. 

Thence, midst the various trials of thy way, 

May'st thou find strength, still equal to thy day. 

And to thy fellow pilgrims long impart 

The grace that cheers and sanctifies the heart. 



TO A FBIEND. 
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Fall as the oil, poured from the widow's cruse, 

Refreshing as Mount Hermon's early dews ! 

Oh ! may thy ftiture path be strewed with flowers. 

And joy and gladness wing the flying hours ! 

Long may thy Spouse with love thy praise proclaim. 

Thine o£&pring glad thy heart with Jesu's name, 

And with their growing virtues add new grace 

To Orders and Somerset's united race ; 

Moving amidst thy friends and kindred dear. 

Waiting till Christ our Lord shall re-appear ! 



Augutt 6th, 1847. 



ON THE QUEEN'S VISIT 
TO IRELAND. 



Hail Victoria ! lovely Queen, 
Welcome to our wave-girt isle, 

With thy calm majestic mien, 
And thy gracious beaming smile. 

Erin's sons, from hill and dale. 
Gladly thy sweet presence hail, 
As the sun, at break of day. 
Rising o'er the traveller's way. 
Beauty bright and glory sheds 
On the varied paths he treads : 
So thy gracious look imparts. 
Love and joy to Irish hearts. 
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Many voices loud acclaim 
Blessings on thy Royal name, 
And the coimtry all around 
With thy praises long shall sound. 
Love with roses decks thy brows, 
Hymen's torch around thee glows, 
Infancy, with tender smile. 
Doth the cares of State beguile. 
May the Holy Spirit shine 
On thy heart with grace divine, 
And the Lord thy sceptre bless. 
Long to reign in righteousness. 



1849. 



THE 



WEDDING DAY. 



Bbight dawn*d the day o'er Solent's peaceful wave — 
The day that should unite the fidr and brave : — 
Emma, the Fair, whose grace, devoid of art, 
Had won brave William's fond and fjEuthful heart. 
Where Holy Trinity's tall spire ascends, 
A chosen band of relatives and Mends 
Now to the Altar of the Lord draw near ; 
Thither the Father leads his Daughter dear, 
Three graceful Maids and Youths their aid afford ; 
Her lover presses onward to her side, 
And hope and joy his anxious heart divide, 
Whilst listening to the Church's solemn word. 
They each to each pronounce the sacred vow 
That binds them to each other here below. 



THE WEDDING DAY. 
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Blest by the Minister of grace divine, 
May Cana's Lord around their pathway shine, 
Guiding their footsteps, thro' this world aright. 
To realms with everlasting glory bright I 
Then, though to distant India called away. 
The tear of parting dims our joy this day. 
Yet, dearest Emma, fear not to depart. 
With him, the chosen partner of your heart ; 
Tho' sad to leave kind Relatives and Friends, 
His love and care shall make you rich amends ; 
And by the mercy of our God, Oh mSy 
You both long live, to bless your Wedding Day ! 



July ZOth, 1852. 



" But I would not have you to be ignorant, brethren, 
concerning them which are asleep, that ye sorrow not, 
even as others who have no hope. 

" For, if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, 
even so them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring 
with him." 

I Thess. ch. 4. v. v. 13, 14. 



MEMORIAL VERSES. 



PHILEMON. 



TO THE MEMOBY OP T. M. 



Philemon lives on earth no more ! 

His trials and his conflicts all are o'er ; 

Scarce can I realize the fatal blow, 

Which fills my heart with sadness, and with woe ! 

Full many a friend shall join with me in grief. 

But, ah ! what makes us mourn, is his relief; 

That mind, with heavenly truths so richly stored, 

Which, as a river, full and freely poured 

To every thirsty soul salvation's stream. 

And to each listening ear made Christ his theme. 

Fled from the body's tenement of clay. 

Rejoices in the light of Heaven's bright day ! 

For, not on human merit did he rest 

His claim to enter mansions of the blest. 



But, weak and sinful in himself, did own 
His hope of pardon due to Christ alone ! 
And by true faith united to the Lord 
Daily imbibed fresh comfort from God's Word. 
Methinks I see him in the early mom. 
When, kind and smiling, on the dewy lawn, 
His cheerful voice mine ear would gladly greet. 
And with the rose, his favourite flower, so sweet 
Some precious blossom, from the Gospel Tree, 
A token of Christ's love, would offer me — 
Or, when beside the couch of pain and woe. 
Of some poor needy sufferer laid low — 
Or, midst his congregated flock at home. 
And whereso'er his steps were led to roam. 
His face, bright beaming with celestial ray. 
To Zion's mount he still would point the way. 

And memory yet recals the happy hours, . 
When, with his daughters, in our halls and bowers 
He sat, and read the Holy Book, whence flows 
The stream of comfort for our various woes ! 
Sweet girls ! they were a lovely pair, and led, 
By grace divine, the paths of peace to tread. 



> 
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Oil ! 'twas a liappy, blessed sight to view 
That threefold cord of love so fond and true. 
And nowy on Zion's blissful, glorious shore, 
With many a loved companion gone before, 
Redeemed from midst of tribulation's fires, 
They all God's praises sing to heavenly lyres, 
Chaunting,''^ above the wondrous glassy sea. 
The mystery of grace, and of eternity ! 



February 5th, 1842. 



* ReTelationi c. xt. t. 2, 8. 



THE FATAL DAY. 



Written on the occasion of the death of Lord Imtiru&t, by a fall firom 
his hone, when out hunting with the Dukb ov Mohtrosx. 



Ah me ! how late I tuned my harp 

To notes of love and joy ! 
But now Death's arrow, swift and sharp, 

My pleasure doth destroy ! 

Too quickly dawned the fatal mom, 
When with bright hope elate. 

Upon his gallant courser borne, 
LoBD Inyeeuet sate ! 

Young, brave, and kind was he to all — 

Beloved at home, abroad — 
The pride of Kintore's heart and hall — 

Light was his courser's load ! 
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As to the Hunt his way he took, 

With comrades not a few, 
With pleasure sparkling in his look, 

And friendship warm and true ! 

MoNTBOSE had many a Mend that day 

That followed in the chace. 
And all admired, with spirits gay, 

LoBD Invebitby's grace ! 

Away the wily Fox now ran ; 

The hounds his course pursue ; 
Excitement stirred each horse and man- 

LoBD Invebuby flew ! 

To top a fence he rises well. 

When, woful to relate ! 
His gallant courser plunged and fell, 

And sealed his rider's fete ! 

Led to his dying couch in pain. 

No more on earth he spoke. 
But, in eternity's dread reign, 

LoBD Invebuby woke ! 
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I weep within my lonely bower, 

To think of one so dear 
Tom from his Friends, by death's stem power, 

In manhood's full career ! 

Oh ! then ye comrades, sad with grief. 

Whilst ye his loss deplore. 
Now turn to God for your relief, 

Ere life's short day is o'er ! 



January Srd, 1843. 



THE SNOWDROP. 



TO THE MEMOBY OF MY LITTLE DAXrOHTEB 
MABGABET. 



TWENTIETH ANNIVERSARY OF HER DEATH. 



Nttbst upon Winter's russet bed, 
See where the Snowdrop rears her head ! 
Then drooping from the fragile stem, 
Like pendent pearl from diadem, 
Swayed with the wind, she seems to say 
On earth dear friends I cannot stay ; 
Yet first in Nature's lovely train 
Brief tho' my visit not in vain, 
Herald to you of endless love. 
Sent forth by heavenly powers above ! 
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Sucli was my Margaret's life to me ! 
Brief season of felicity ! 
And ever at the opening year, 
When the bright Snowdrop doth appear, 
It brings her image to my heart, 
With love that never can depart ; 
For, pure and transient as the flower. 
Cheering our hearts in Winter's hour, 
She bloomed three seasons by my side. 
Then sank upon my breast and died ! 

My heart was rent, opprest with grief, — 
Yet could I shed no balmy tear ! 

To God I prayed for kind relief. 

And laid sweet Snowdrops on her Bier ! 

February 2Sth, 1848. 



ON THE ANNIVEESAEY 
OF 

MY MOTHER'S BIRTH-DAY. 



Midst many an ancient Abbey's ruined pile, 
Where mouldering columns strew the sacred aisle. 
And stones recall the long-forgotten dead — 
Oft as along the tangled ground we tread, 
A tawny orange flower will greet our way. 
And midst of pensive gloom a charm convey 
No less, than when on cultured garden slopes, 

m 

With gayer flowers, it fragrance sheds around. 
Still yields sweet balm in midst of ruined hopes, 

And grateful to the sorrowing heart is found. 
Its perfume leads my thoughts to one most dear, 
Whose tenderness was wont my heart to cheer. 
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Mother beloved ! when the stem power of death, 
From thy fair form withdrew the vital breath, 
These flowers around thy couch I loved to place, 
Meet emblems of thy constancy and grace ; 
And now, where'er my wandering footsteps move, 
Memorials of thy love to me they prove ! 

June 6th, 1843. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD. 



ON THE ANNIYEBSABY 
OP 

MY FATHER'S BIRTH-DAY. 



Oft as I muse upon my infant years, 
What fond emotions fill my heart with tears, 
Thinking of her, whose prayerful influence shed 
Divinest blessings on my infant head, — 
My Mother ! whose fond heart by sorrow tried. 
Through patience, grace, and faith was purified. 
Such love as thine, woman hath rarely proved. 
To him, the Star that shone upon our home. 
Reft from thine arms just in life's opening bloom. 
My Father ! of my mind and heart beloved, 
How does the memory of his tender care 
To lead my mind to love of knowlege rare 
Recur, as through life's fluctuating way 
I find the truths he taught my comfort and my stay. 
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And Thou ! their pride and joy, sweet Margaret, 
Sister so loving and so kind to me ! 
Redeemed from sin, from earthly sorrow free, 

In Heaven above I trust ye all are met ! 

And clothed in garments of celestial light 

To praise the Lord, with one accord unite. 

Jugutt I2th, 1843. 



I 2 



THOUGHTS 



AVTSB KXAOIVO 



A COLLECTION OF POEMS. 



TO THE MEMOBY OF 0. H. S. 



Oft had I marked a youth of studious mmd, 

Of manners gentle, and with grace refined. 

Beloved companion of his Parents' way — 

Who to the poor would oft a halm convey. 

At Church, with them he loved to praise the Lord, 

At Home, his presence cheered their social board ; 

Abroad, he loved their chariot's course to guide. 

Or, in sweet converse, with his Mend would ride. 

So passed the peaceful current of his days, 

Li works of love, of charity, and praise ; 

Till, from on high, came forth the Lord's command 

To leave this world, and seek the better land, 
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Where lie doth now in bliss for ever dwell — 
Which mortal pen, nor tongue, can write or tell ! 
But, ah ! what anguish rent the bleeding heart 
Of each fond parent from their child to part, 
When, as his spirit to the Saviour fled, 
They wept in sorrow round his dying bed. 
Angels unseen assisted him to rise 
Triumphant thro' the yielding air and skies : 
With soul-reviving power, the Lord's own voice 

Thence bade the mourners listen to the strain, 
Bursting from midst of Heaven's eternal joys — 

" The dead in Christ with him for ever reign." 



Jpril dth, 1846. 



LINES 



WKITTEH POa THX COXtOLATIOM OJT ▲ YBIZHD, 



ON THE DEATH OF HER INFANT DAUGHTER. 



As on the banks of Thames I mournful strayed, 
Beneath umbrageous tree's delicious shade, 
Near me the robin tuned his plaintive song, 
And seemed his notes in kindness to prolong — 
To soothe my burdened heart so Ml of woe, 
And cause soft tears down my cheeks to flow 
For my dear Babe, in all her tender charms 
So early reft from my maternal arms. 
Lovely around the varied landscape smiled, 
Yet my sad heart still thought upon my Child ; 
Soft visions o'er my sorrowing spirit crept. 
Till on the turf I laid me down and slept. 
Mcthought the clouds unfolded to my view 
A path of glory through the sky so blue. 
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And as I gazed, a form of beauty rare 
Conveyed an Infant through the yielding air ! 
Amelia Angela ! my sours delight, 
Say was it thou, that Babe so fair and bright ! 
Tom from thy Father's and my fond embrace ? 
Oh ! hover near us, with celestial grace — 
Our guardian Angel, through this vale of tears. 
To that bright mount where God himself appears ! 



Nov. 2Ut, 1846. 



INFANT PIETY. 



ON THE EABLY DEATH OF KATHAEIHE LOUISA, 
THIBD DAXTGHTEB OF AN ESTEEHED FEIEITD. 



8w£ET Babe ! so lovely^ delicate, and mild, 
More like an Angel than a mortal child ! 
What blest example hast thou left behind 
To every christian and observing mind ; 
How sweet it was at mom and eve to see 
Thine infant form so duly bend the knee, 
Altho' almost without the power of speech, 

Abashed at every gazer's piercing eye, 
Yet, did the Lord himself thy spirit teach. 

And early ripen thee for worlds on high. 
Bom on the day of holy rest below. 
Full meekly hast thou drank the cup of woe — 
The meed of sin, to every mortal given. 
Through grace, to purify the soul for Heaven. 
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And though thy clay shall moulder into dust. 
Thy soul e'en now rejoices with the just, 
The ransom' d of Christ's chosen flock above, 
In mansions of eternal joy and love. 
Katharine Louisa, lovely Babe, farewell ! 
• Oft shall thy Parents and thy Sisters tell 
Thy tender charms, thy winning way's repeat ; 
When with their kindred and their friends they meet. 
Still shall thy memory o'er their spirits steal. 
As roimd the social hearth they suppliant kneel, 
Still may the Lord, with influence divine 
To Him with one accord their hearts incline. 



December I2th, 1846. 



THOUGHTS 

OH 

RECEIVING A BROOCH, 

CONTAINING THE HAIR OF A LAMENTED GOD-DAUGHTER. 



Choice relic of departed loveliness, 
That for a while my path of life didst bless ! 
I gaze upon thee with a tearful eye, 
And all a Mother's tender sympathy. 
Memorial of my much loved Mary Anne ! 
My heart recalls thy form with fond regret. 
Bright, gay, and smiling, as when first we met ; 
Thy silvery laugh I seem to hear again ; 
Translated to the realms of bliss above. 
Unchanging joys now doth thy spirit prove. 
And with the choir angelic dost thou sing 
The praises of the Lord our heavenly King. 
For me, though time may linger on his way. 
And sin and sorrow cloud my lengthened day. 
Yet still the hope to see thee there again 
Be sacred to my heart, sweet Mary Anne ! 

December 29/A, 1847. 



RECOLLECTIONS 

OF 

A YOUNG FRIEND, 

WHO DEPARTED THIS LIFE SHORTLY AFTER JOINING HIS 
REGIMENT FOR THE FIRST TIME AT EDINBURGH CASTLE 



I SAT at Friendship's hospitable board, 

Beside a gallant Veteran of the sword. 

Where all were brave he had perform' d a deed, 

From England's Hero had obtain' d the meed, 

Bequeath' d by some true Briton's grateful thought 

To such a one as had most bravely fought 

His coimtry's battles on th' ensanguin'd field : — 

Such proof his arm at Hougoumont did yield. 

Nobly Macdonnell pass'd thro' war and strife, 

But now retir'd, he led a peaceful life ; 

The snows of age, descending on his brow. 

Did with becoming scars his valour show. 

Before us sat a Youth of gentle mind. 

To martial thoughts from earliest days inclin'd, — 
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Lately enlisted, now about to leave 

Friends who shall long his destin'd absence grieve. 

The Veteran charg'd his friendly glass, and said. 
With yonder young Recruit, I fain would drink. 

Smiling, the Youth his glad obeisance paid : 
Ah ! who that saw him then could ever think 

How near the hour that should his course arrest, 

And lead him to the Mansions of the blest ! 

Edmund ! — ^lamented Youth— what tongue shall tell 
The grief his Parents felt at his &rewell ! 
Th' accustom' d Eose, his Mother's room to grace 
With filial love, 'twas his delight to place ; 
Thomless alone, in realms of bliss above. 
That fragrant Flow'r, emblem of heavenly love. 
From this remembrance long shall shed below 
A precious balm to sooth her heart's fond woe. 
Thrice happy, that in life's last trying hour. 
He felt Religion's calm and sovereign power ! 
His soul foimd refuge in the Saviour's Cross : 
May it o'ershadow those who mourn his loss ! 

Dec, Slh, 1849. 



MIDNIGHT MEDITATIONS. 



"And thou shalt remember all the way wbieli the 
Lord thy God led thee these forty years in the wilder- 
ness, to humble thee, and to prove thee, to know 
what was in thine heart, whether thou wouldest keep 
his commandments or no. 

*' And he himibled thee and suffered thee to hunger, 
and fed thee with manna, which thou knewest not, 
neither did thy fathers know, that he might make 
thee know that man doth not live by bread only, but, 
by every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of the 
Lord doth man live." 

Deuteronomy viii. 2, 3. 



Midnight meditations. 



I. 



Fabewell thou strange eventful year, 

Of sickness and seclusion ! 
My heart would raise an offering here 

To God at thy conclusion ! 

Thy grace sustained my fainting soul 
Throughout my suffering way, 

And with kind mercies crowned the whole. 
And blest me every day. 

Glory, then, Lord, I give to Thee, 

Who all my bed hast made, 
And still. Great God, I pray to me 

Afford Thy gracious aid ! 
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II. 

Celestial Dove ! unfold Thy wings 

O'er me in trouble now ! 
To Thee my heart for comfort clings, 

Oh ! hear my suppliant vow ! 

Spirit Divine ! Thine aid afford ! 

Bear o'er my head Thy shield ! 
Blest Adonai ! speak the word, 

That I may yet be healed ! 

But howso'er this woe shall end. 

Preserve my precious soul ! 
Be Thou mine ever present friend ! 

Each anxious thought control ! 

Oh ! Tree of Life, Thy branches spread 

Aroimd my family : 
Thy leaves and fruits in season shed, 

A plentiful supply. 
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III. 

Jesus ! Emmanuel ! Lord of healing ! 

Oh ! when shall I appear — 
With thanks before Thine altar kneeling, 

As I to Thee draw near ? 

Teach me to kiss Thy chastening rod 
With grateful fear and love — 

And in the path Thyself hast trod 
My glad obedience prove. 
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Long have I been with grief bowed down. 

Yet trusted to Thy power, 
Which has from Thy eternal throne 

Relieved each trying honr. 



How did our Parents' care and love 

Comfort our early home ? 
And still does their fond memory prove 

A pledge of joys to come ! 

To Zion's mount I lift my eyes, 
There, washed in Christ's own blood. 

In radiant mansions of the skies, 
They stand before our God. 

And, as our Bark, by tempests driven. 

Yet stems life's ocean-tide. 
Their watchful eyes look down from Heaven, 

To port its hebn to guide. 
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By £uth our Childrens' forms I see, 
Long lost, long loyed, and dear, 

Shining in Heayen's bnght majesty, 
Invite ns to draw near ! 

Look graciously, O Lord, I pray, 

On those who still remain 
To cheer us on our lengthened way ; 

Let love among them reign ! 

Be thou to them a wall of fire, 

To guard from every ill ; 
Their hearts with heavenly zeal inspire 

To do Thy sacred will. 

How has their love enhanced our joys. 

And softened all our woes, 
So may they hear thy gracious voice, 

And in Thy love repose. 



£2 
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May those dear Children who surviye 

One early called away. 
In Christian graces grow and thrive 

With every opening day ! 

Their kind Preceptress bless, O Lord ! 

Whatever may betide, 
Fulfil to her Thy gracious word, 

And good for her provide. 

For all my Kindred and my Friends 

I would implore thy grace, 
That they may prove what peace attends 

United prayer and praise. 
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IV. 



Thoit ! who didst Abraham's household 
To ours extend thy care and love ; 

Lead them in ways of righteousness. 
To realms of endless bliss above ! 



As we pursue our heaven- ward course, 
May she who cheers my wakeful nights. 

My loved Companion, faithful Nurse, 
Partake with us in our delights ! 

Good Lord ! repay her for her care 
Of me, and those most dear to me ; 

And grant that those she loves may share 
The blessings of fidelity ! 
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Henceforward, I would call her Friend, 
Who hath my Mother's servant been, 

And still doth on my path attend 
Thro' life's uncertain varying scene. 

Blest be Thy gracious Providence 

Which brought us to this calm retreat, 

Where faithful men Thy Word dispense. 
And Christian Friends and Neighbours meet. 

For, though secluded and alone. 

In those delights I cannot share. 
In spirit still before Thy throne 

I join with them in praise and prayer. 

And in the holy Sacrament 

Of Thy blest body and Thy blood, 

My soul finds heavenly nourishment. 
By Thee appointed for her good. 

Thy precious blood once shed for me, 
Oh ! let me drink, and drink again, 

Till, my whole being rapt in Thee, 
I may partake Thy glorious reign. 
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Shepherd of Israel, who dost watch 
Thy Church, with powerful, tender care. 

And Thy swift succours dost dispatch 
In answer to her fervent prayer. 

Upon our Pastor and his flock 

Thy healthful grace continual pour ; 

To them the gates of Heaven unlock. 
And bless their basket and their store. 

In Thy dear hallowed courts with them 
Oh ! may I yet my soul prepare. 

Led by the Star of Bethlehem, 
Eternal joys in Heaven to share. 
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Rise ! Sun of Righteousness on those 
That now in sad aj63iction groan ; 

Sustain them 'midst their heavy woes, 
Comfort and leave them not alone ! 

Physician of the Inmiortal Soul^ 

May grace attend Thy chastening rod. 

To make each wounded spirit whole. 
And own Thee for the Lord our God. 

Now on Mount Olivet we stand : 

Through Kedron's cold and gloomy tide, 

Unto Moimt Zion's glorious land 
Do thou our trembling footsteps guide. 

And shed Thy choicest gifts, dear Lord, 
On that kind Friend, whose skilful art 

So often doth relief afford. 
To soothe and cheer the drooping heart. 

Oh ! may his efforts still be crowned 
With healing, grace, and consolation. 

And all his family abound 
With health, and joy, and Thy salvation. 
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VI. 

Jesus ! Jehovah ! Heavenly King ! 

How excellent is Thy dread name ; 
Praises to Thee my soul would bring, 

And night and day Thy love proclaim ! 

May Thy blest Word spread far and wide — 
And wheresoever the sun doth shine, 

Or ocean rolls his swelling tide, 
Man's rebel heart to Thee incline ! 

Prosper the Land in which we dwell, 

Our youthful Queen, her Prince, and Child, 

Long may she rule this Nation well. 
With justice, truth, and mercy mild ! 
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Amidst the splendour of her way, 
And cares which compass her aroimd. 

Oh ! give her strength, Lord, as her day ! 
Thus, as her wedded joys abound, 

Still may she find her Mother's love. 
Which gmarded her in early youth, 

Now added to her Husband's, prove 
To her that blessed Scripture truth : — 

A three-fold cord is not soon broken ; 

But, from the castle to the cot. 
Is given to man, a precious token 

Of His blest love who changes not. 

Such joys, alas 1 they once were mine. 
When with my Mother's presence blest, 

And now, with chastened hope divine. 
Their sweet remembrance swells my breast. 
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BlesS; Lord; tlie Prmces of our land, 

May they and Nobles all unite 
To execute Thy last command^ 

And spread the Gospel's glorious light ! 

May those of humble rank and station 

Their prayerfulaid and time afford. 
To send the tidings of salvation 

To every distant savage horde. 

So, as the circling years roll round. 
May old and young, and rich and poor, 

Rejoicing, raise the blessed sound [ ■ , 

Throughout the world, from shore to shore. ' # 

Dear Saviour ! sprinkled with Thy blood. 

May these, my prayers, acceptance gain ; 
Prepare us, blessed Son of God, 
For Thine eternal, glorious reign ! 

Hallelujah ! praise the Lord, 
Amen. 

May 2Ut, 1841. 
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VII. 

How yarious are the means which God appoints 
To purify and cleanse man's sinful heart ; 

How little do we know when He anoints 

Us with his heavenly grace, what ^ture part 

His providence will lead us to pursue, 

Yet shall his power our daily strength renew 

The Babe, whom at the Christening Font we see, 
Parents and Sponsors standing all around. 

Is scarcely more unconscious than are we 
What snares and trials do our path surroimd ; 

Lucre and Vice man's fallen state inthralls. 

Pleasure allures him, and ambition calls. 
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Yet wisdom pleads, with sweet persuasive voice, 

Inviting us to turn, O Lord, to Thee ! 
Happy are those, who make her ways their choice ; 

Oh ! that my heart could as an infant's he ! 
In Thee great God, reposing every thought, 
Each feeling to Thy blest obedience brought ! 

Thus, as a leaf floats down the river's tide. 

By gentle zephyrs urged along its way. 
So may Thy Holy Spirit be my guide. 

To waft me on the tide of time each day, ^ 

And Thy blest Word, with mighty power, control • Y 
Each anxious conflict of my inmost soul ! 

As on my couch I lie, by Thy command. 
Oh ! may my heart in warm devotion rise ; 

Still may I trust Thy kind almighty hand ; 
And, whilst I gaze upon the azure skies. 

Watching the clouds that float in beauty there. 

My soul be rapt in thanksgiving and prayer ; 
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Or, when upon my sleepless bed, my mind 

Is moved with thoughts that, like the forest trees, 

When tost and agitated by the wind, 
Tmnultuous rise and sink with every breeze ; 

Bid Memory retrace Thy goodness, Lord, 

And Hope, rejoicing, muse upon Thy Word. 

In my Adversity, remember me ; 

Be very gracious to my feeble cry : 
From In&ncy my heart has followed Thee, 

And still in joy and woe to Thee I fly : 
\ ' Oh ! Blessed Jesus ! consecrate my lays. 

To comfort others and to chaunt Thy praise ! 

September ISth, 1841. 
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VIII. 

Alone ! ab ! wherefore grieve to be alone ? 
When we can hold communion high with One 
Eternal, gracious, omnipresent Friend, 
Whose faithful Word is past, that to the end 
He will our devious path on earth attend ! 
Would that by prayer, in solitude and peace, 
I might in &ith, and love, and hope increase. 

Now is the hour of rest from mirth and toil. 
Through Britain's highly Bnvoured happy Isle, 
Yet do my eyes their wakeful vigils keep. 
Refusing still the balmy rest of sleep ; 
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Twas thus, th* Assyrian Monarch, as we read, 
Once through the night, in vain reposed his head. 
And wisely sought for knowledge in the word 
Which did his trusty servant's zeal record ! 
And«hall not we, with more intense delight. 
Read of His love, who left the realms of light. 
Servant of servants, for our sakes to be. 
From sin and suffering to set us free ! 
Alone, the Father of the Faithful stood 
By night, in Manure's consecrated wood, 
When from the Lord the sacred pledge was given 
To multiply his seed as stars in Heaven! 

Thus Jacob, wrestling in strong prayer, prevailed, 
When by the Angel of the Lord assailed ; 
And Daniel heard those mighty truths revealed 
From all but him, by God's great fiat sealed ; 
And Peter, guarded by the Roman band. 
Perceived an Angel in his presence stand. 
Angels, who ever o'er the paths preside 
Of those that to the Lord their cares confide ! 
Rays of celestial light on hearts descend. 
Who mark God's Word, and to his voice attend. 
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In Patmos* darkest cave the holy John 

Beheld the vision of th' eternal throne ; 

The heavens were opened to his wondering sight — 

Myriads of Seraph-hosts, attired in light — 

Whilst to his ravished ears the glorious sound 

Of voices numberless proclaimed around 

Worthy the Lamb for Sinners slain, 

0*er Heaven and Earth, Omnipotent, to reign ! 



September 15M, 1843. 



PART IL 



POEMS 



BY 



R. M. B. 



1,2 



.^*>. 



Mother, accept this offering / Hioughts, with thee 
In hallowed communings upsprung, shall live 
A longer, holier life than Earth can give, 

Still to be echoed through eternity. 

Though weak the outward frame of verse may he. 
Yet sympathies of heaven herein may strive 
For no vain utterance, if they hut derive 

Some touch of fire from Lovers hright molten sea. 

Gazing together there, we oft have felt 
In mutual converse that the saints on hi'gh 

Were nearer than if now on Earth they dwelt. 
Faith rapt in contemplation can supply 

A hond that links to all that here have knelt : 
Let this sustain my faltering poesy. 



THE DATS OF ADVENT. 



NOTICE. 



One sentiment, suited for each day of Advent, with 
an appropriate Text, is here taken, as supplying the 
subject of a Sonnet. 

The Nine Days previous to Christmas were espe- 
cially marked in the earlier Services of the Church in 
honour of the Mystery of the Holy Incarnation ; of this 
solemnity, a trace remains in the Calendar of our Prayer 
Book, by the insertion of the heading, " O Sapientia." 

The substance of the seven greater Antiphons, by 
which the Church, during this season, called her Chil- 
dren to welcome the Redeemer in the words of ancient 
prophecy, is incorporated in the verses, and the words 
of the Antiphons are inserted without alteration upon 
the days to which they belong. 



THE DAYS OF ADVENT. 



SONNET I. 



FIBST SUNDAY . 



FEAR. 



"The fear of the Lord is the heginning of wisdom.** 

Psalm cxi. 10. 



Who shall not fear Thee, Zion's awfiil king, 
Nor quake before the fulness of Thy power ? 
Teach me to worship in Thine Advent hour : 

Teach me Thy presence, whilst Thy praise I sing. 

My heart a free-will offering I would bring. 
But clouds of angered justice round me lower : 
I haste for refuge to some rock-built tower. 

To hide me from the avenging angel's wing. 

Where is the rock of help ? I fly to Thee 
Who now dost come, meek offspring of the earth, 
Yet very Lord from HeaVn, that heaVnly birth 

May be our lot. Henceforth Thyself shalt be 

Our Advocate. No more Thy wrath we hear : 

Mercy is with Thee ; mercy do we fear. 
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SONNET II. 



MONDAY. 



CONFIDENCE. 
" In the Lord put I my trust" — Psalm xL 1. 



Shall Mercy dwell with fear ? The loving child 
Has one anxiety, his father's love, 
Lest that same love, if lost, itself should prove 

To him chief scourge of wayward humours wild. 

So would I fear Thy mercy ; but so mild 

The heavenly beams which o'er Thy countenance move, 
Our infant God and Saviour ! that above 

AU fear spring blest confidings undefil'd. 

Thine is a Brother's arm. Eternal Son ! 
And in Thy weakness learn I to be strong, 
Who know'st our weaknesses. To Thee belong 

The thoughts that tempt humanity, though none 

Had power to lead Thee captive. Since we know 

The Temple of Thy Love, in love we bow. 
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SONNET III. 



TUESDAY. 



WATCHFULNESS. 
** Thou God seest me." — Genesis xvi. 13. 



Nothing so small, but it may preach Thy Fear ! 
In every thing Thy wondrous Love we view ! 
The path of childhood Thou hast wandered through 

Hallowing our daily life : — yea ! still Thou *rt near 

To bless us, if we watch Thee, and revere 
In smallest acts Thy Majesty. They too 
Are thus made infinite. As when the blue 

Expanse is mirror' d in some streamlet clear. 

The tiny bulk incloses boundless space, 
And worlds within its vase are made to dwell, 
E'en so, the infinity of Heav'n and Hell 

Do we in momentary deeds embrace. 

Then teach me to be watchful, and behold 

In meanest garb Thy greatness as of old. 
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SONNET IV. 



WEDNESDAY. 



FAITHFULNESS. 
" The Lord pr^serveth them that are faithfuL** — Psalm xxxi. 26. 



The stars move onward in harmonious course, 
Guided by their own motion, which at first 
Thougav'st them, when from womb of space they burst, 

And ^irther bound by the attractive force. 

Love's omnipresent image. They discourse 
Of faithfidness : but man by sin is curst 
And self- will; ever changing, far the worst 

Of every ill, for 'tis of aU the source. 

Lord ! let my will, impelled by inward motion 
Of stead&st purpose, which Thou gav'st of old. 
Be ruVd by love's kind bondage, and still hold 

To Thee it's centre, in sincere devotion. 

Moving, like them, on faithM track, — nay more ! 

Like Thee, for Thee, as Faithful, we adore. 
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SONNET V. 



IHITBSDAY* 



FERVOUR. 
" Did not our hearts bum within us ? '' — St. Luke zziv. 32. 



Faithful art Thou, though faithlessness be mine ; 
Thy love, an orb of unextinguished fire, 
Shall my cold heart with burning love inspire. 

As Moses' fece did with Thy glory shine, 

So let my life, with energy Divine 
Continually illumin'd, never tire 
In active utterances of blest desire. 

Loving with deeper love, since fill'd with Thine. 

The more we walk with Thee upon the way 
Of this dull life, the more our hearts shall glow. 
And love Thee still the more, as more we know 

The fervid noon of everlasting day ; 

And though my fervour wane through earthly taint. 

Thy faithful love shall cheer me, lest I hint. 
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SONNET VI. 



FKIDAY. 



LIGHT. 
* The Lord is my light." — Psalm xxvii. 1. 



The coldy dark tyranny of sluggish night 
Mantles the earth with bleak unfruitfulness, 
Where'er averted from the beams which bless 
And kindle and sustain : so Thy pure light, 
Who art the Father's image, ever bright 
From all eternity, must still possess 
Our mortal state, or we be lost no less. 
In sin's bare sullen bondage shrouded quite. 
Our only light is from Thy quick'ning rays. 

Whose joyous birth-time gladdens winter's gloom ; 
We turn to Thee, who now wilt soon assume 
The form of tender babe, and as we gaze 
On this Thine outward weakness. Faith's high rod 
Eeveab the brightness of th' Incarnate God. 
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SONNET VII. 



BATITBDAT. 



PURITY. 

" Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.'* 

Matthew v. 8. 



Light self-communicating! shadows hide 

From impure man Thy Godhead's sacred force : 
And separated from Thee, Nature's course 

Groans in blind efforts vainly multiplied. 

But now Thou com'st in Nature to abide, 
That so Thy flesh may be to us the source 
Of cleansing union. Pitiless remorse 

Dragg'd us still backward in an ebbing tide, 

Which idly foam'd the more with passionate sin, 
Whilst every heavenward struggle, like a wave. 
Broke aimless, and in turbid frenzy gave 

Proof clearer of the rottenness within. 

Light, strength, and purity from Thee we gain. 

Who barest weakness, weakness to sustain. 
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SONNET VIII. 



SECOND SUNDAY. 



SUFFERING. 
" That I may know the fellowship of his sufferings.'* — ^PhiL iil 10. 



^' SiTFFEBiNG shall dye Thy garments with much blood." 
So spake the Prophet, worshipping in awe 
The vision of Thine Advent. Suffering's law 

Marks Thee and all Thy people : yet a flood 

Of saving life streams from Thy Holy Hood. 
Then with Thee let me suflter. He who saw 
Bare living record. Shall that sight withdraw } 

Nay ! let its form abide and teach how good 

Is hallow* d pain, the atmosphere of heaven, 

Which clothes the earth with likeness to her Lord! 
Earth's brilliant scenes no sympathy afford 

With Thee, to whom on earth no home was given. 

By suffering Thou didst save, and savest still ; 

" Father, I come, content to do Thy will." 
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SONNET IX. 



MONDAY. 



FAITH. 

* The just shall live by fSuth." — Romans i. 17. 



Who &m would live with Thee must learn to live 
By a new measure, for Faith's hidden dower 
Is dimm'd by showy glare of earth's brief hour. 

As distant stars, by day, no longer give 

Their light to our dull gaze ; — in vain we strive 
To watch through HeaVn their constellated power, 
Though glory dwells in each celestial tower : — 

So, whilst the thoughts o^his world's day deprive 

Our souls of their fiill vision, fer away 
The truths of grace eternally shine on, 
And blinded man deems all their lustre gone ! 

Faith soars from earthly bounds to own their sway. 

Th' Eternal Word in mortal form brought near. 

Bids earthly doubt give way and Mth revere. 
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SONNET X. 



TITESDAT. 



TEACHABLENESS. 
" Incline mine heart unto Thy testimonies." — Psalm cxix. 36. 



Celestial Truth surpasses reason's scan, 
Nor is it rul'd by this world's parallels. 
When oft, from distant clime some traveller tells 
Of nature's varied works, we scarcely can 
Yield faith unwitnessing : yet puny man 
Limits his God ! Surely in us there dwells 
An image of immensity, which swells 
With echoed laws of more transcendant span 
Than physical trials teach. Yea ! these themselves. 
Whose grand conceptions meet our daily view. 
Are such as earlier learners never knew. 
Man finds more treasure as the more he delves : 
But Truth Divine does Mary's Babe aflPord, 
The Truth Incarnate, Kevelation's Lord. 
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SONNET XI. 



WEDNESDAY. 



MORTIFICATION. 

" If ye through the Spirit do mortify the deeds of the body, ye 
shall live." Romans viii. 13. 



Seek we to learn God's lesson ? We must seek 
By long self-sacrifice. When Gk)d the Son 
Came down on earth His weary course to run, 

Toil was His birth-right, and His form was weak. 

The womb of a pure Virgin, poor and meek, 
Was His self-chosen dwelling. Do we shun 
Privation ? Seek for grace in power alone ? 

Far off does greatness smile : itself is bleak. 

Midst rocky grandeur vainly seek we fruit. 
Rich pastures clothe the vales of lowliness : 
Deep crumbled soil the Lord delights to bless : 

There plants He precious germs, with healthfril root. 

In mortified retirement shall be found 

God's blest communion. Here is holy ground. 
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SONNET XII. 



THUKSDAY. 



PATIENCE. 

*' For the joy that was set hefore Him, He endured." 

Hebrews xii. 2. 



'Tis not alone the body needs our bruising : 
The mind's most steadfast thought, the quick desire, 
These too must feel HeaVn's purifying fire, 

With transient pains etem&l joys inking. 

Things seen shall perish soon, with fondest using : 
Who wait for things that end not, should not tire. 
Earth's triumph is the raging of a pyre, 

Her gifts by very light their virtue losing. 

Each flower of earth, when brightest, soonest dies. 
Teaching us patience, that we hence may look 
To Him, who drank of Nature's wasting brook. 

Our frail, disorder' d, disappointing ties 

He bound to Heav'n, that there, inspir'd by Hope, 

Patience might gain fiill strength and perfect scope. 
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SONNET XIII. 



PBIDAY. 



CHARITY. 
" God is LoTfe."— I St John, iv. 8. 



Hail, holy Charity ! Thy sacred might 

Swells the first trumpet of our Christian year : 
The Angels' voice were dumb, wert Thou not near, 

Thnlling creation with sublime delight. 

Thou burstest, a bright star, on Bethlehem's night ! 
The maiden Mother saw Thy radiance clear, 
Hallowing the world with a new atmosphere, — 

The Charity of God reveal' d to sight. 

She laid her Child upon the manger's board. 
Her Substance shrining God's Eternal Son. 
Henceforth is immortality begun ! 

Immortal Charity ! from Christ the Lord 

Forthstreaming Godhead ! let Thine image shine, 

Making our lives a martyrdom divine. 



M 2 



164 THE DAYS or ADVENT. 



SONNET XIV. 



SATTJBDAY. 



HOPE. 
"Thou art the Hope of all the end8t)f the Earth.*'— Ps. Ixv. 5. 



Pbimeval Hope ! Thy mystic bloom appears 
With smiling promise of unending life ! 
Mortal first saw the atonement of old strife 

When Thine eye met Thy Mother's. Toilsome years 

Still hide Thy loveliness : and worldly fears 

Come between ns and Thee. The woimding knife 
Our nature still demands, with passions rife : 

Our longings need the discipline of tears. 

But drops of infant grief are streams of health, 
For Thou did'st weep in infancy : long pain 
Thy suffering power with boldness shall sustain : 

Earth's grave Thou mak'st a sanctuary of wealth ! 

So shall Thine everlasting Substance prove 

Co-equal effluence of e£^ilgent Love ! 
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SONNET XV. 



IHIBD SUNDAY. 



HUMILITY. 
" God giveth grace to the humble.** — James iv. 6. 



We live by Hope, abiding one with Thee, 

Who art our Hope ; and when to Thee we come, 
The dawning sheen of our celestial home 

Wakens earth's fairest grace. Humility. 

Gentle Humility shall set us free 

From shallow strands of passion's raging foam ; 
In might thereof securely shall we roam, 

Led by the orbs of Heav'n o'er life's wide sea. 

Child of meek Mary ! Thou must be our guide, 
To distant regions of expansive peace, 
Where strivings proud, and wild self-wiU may cease. 

Bound in Thy greatness rests that tranquil tide : 

Thy poverty points on : Thy living love 

Preserves : Thy glory lightens from above ! 
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SONNET XVI. 



MONDAY. 



THE PRESENCE OF GOD, 

" Surely the Lord is in this place and I knew it not.'' 

Gen. xxviii. 16. 



O God ! Thy Power shines forth, to Faith revealed, 
In every varied scene of earth's array : 
Thy Charity, unchanging, cheers our way 

In joy and sorrow. The untravers'd field 

Of Thine own infiinite Essence lies conceal'd 
Beneath time's beauteous fabric of decay. 
Though all things round depart. Thine endless sway, 

With first creative might, remains our shield. 

But vain Thy Presence, if mankind be left 
In dead creation's void, Thy gift of power 
Ready for dread recoil in judgment's hour ! 

Then were Thy Presence of bright Love bereft ! 

But now Thyself in Christ as food art given 

To bless, unite, sustain, and lead to Heaven ! 
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SONNET XVII. 



TUESDAY. 



PRAYER. 

''Whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive.'* 

Matt xxi. 22. 



We flee from death when from ourselves we flee : 
Life gain we but by prayer. When self we know 
As nought save God*s own Temple, we shall grow 

To the full height of Heav'n's philosophy. 

Prayer is our sustenance, and Prayer from Thee, 
Blest Jesus ! learns to live. In vain we bow 
At mercy's throne, except with Thee we go, 

Clothed with Thy Mediation's Majesty. 

Thou, speechless Babe ! art the true voice of prayer ; 
Thy Substance is a lyre, whose tones of might 
Ring imenfeebled on to God's own height. 

Thou in the Father's bosom dwellest there. 

With Him one Substance. There enthroned a Priest, 

Thou bidst Thy children come, from sin releas'd. 
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SONNET XVIII. 



WEDNESDAY. 



GRACE. 

" I can do all things through Christ, who strengtheneth me." 

Phil. iv. 13 



The life of Grace ! The life of HeaVn on Earth ! 
Oh ! who shall venture on so lofty track ? 
What giant stride but must be weak and slack 

In so majestic enterprize } The birth 

Of that blest Babe, that wakes our Christmas mirth. 
Encourages us onward. Look not back, 
For they who dwell with Jesus shall not lack 

The fellowship of grace, the Godlike worth. 

It is not highest gifts of earth which lead 
To highest Heav'n. The humble, self-abas'd. 
Midst Advent watchings learn God*s power to taste. 

In Christ springs up from earth a Godlike seed 

Of immortality, whose ripening fruit 

HeaVn justly claims, since Heav'n supplied the root. 
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SONNET XIX. 



THTTBSDAT. 



MODESTY. 

" He that is faithful in that which is least, is fiuthful also in 
much." Luke xvL 10. 



LowiiY the thonghts which suit this world of ours : 
And happy he, who, measuring out the place 
Assign' d to him, can find in its embrace 

Beneficent repose of heavenly powers ! 

Modesty abides with God in secret bowers. 

Cherishing the infinite. The strength of grace 
Inspires the heart and dignifies the face 

With glory inherent, not with jeweU'd dowers. 

Its inexhaustible energies can act 
In plenteous effusion of rich gifts 
Where'er God makes our home ; but whoso lifts 

Too curious gaze to muse on wider tract 

Of other's duty, fails. The home was small 

Whose hallow'd shade receiVd the Lord of all. 
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SONNET XX. 

DECESiBEB 16. 

THANKSGIVING. 
O Sapieniia, 
" O Eternal Wisdom, which proceedest from the mouth of the 
Most High, reaching from one end of creation unto the other, 
mightily and harmoniously disposing all things : come Thou 
to teach us the way of understanding." 

Ecclus. xxiv. 3. ; Wisd. viii. 1. ; Is. xl. 14. 



O Thou, the Essential Wisdom, who dost proceed. 

In Personal act Eternal, from the breast 

Of the supreme Paternity, all-blest, 
Expounding thence in vast creative deed 
What dwelt within the Sovereign mind decreed. 

Making through time's void regions manifest. 

In measured might harmoniously express' d. 
The unseen Infinite, which does all things lead ! 
Come ! Quickly come ! Thy glorious name we sing, 

By whom all things were made, by whom they are. 
Come ! Quickly come ! Enable us to bring 

Thanks meet for Heav'n, to be accepted there. 
Come ! Quickly come ! That with Thyself, the King, 

Thine own enlightening frdness we may share. 



THE DAYS OF ADVENT. 171 



SONNET XXI. 



DEOEMBEB 17. 



OBEDIENCE. 

O Adonai, 

* O Lord and Ruler of the House of Israel, who appearedat unto 
Moses in the flame of the huming hush, and gayest to him 
the law in Sinai ; come to redeem us with a stretched out 
arm." — I Chron. xvii 24. ; Heh. iii. 6. ; Acts vii 30. ; Ex. yi 6. 



O Thou, the Lord of Israel, ruling ever 

Thy chosen people with a special care ! 

Thy love, responsive to their groans and prayer, 
Spake firom the bush which burnt, but perished never, 
Calling Thy Servant to the high endeavour 

For which Thyself empoweredst him : and there 

The wanderers, trembling, heard Thy voice declare 
Thy holy laws, whose statutes shield and sever. 
Come ! Quickly come ! We seek to do Thy will. 

And folded in Thine arms. Thy grace to know ! 
In fixt obedient love we would fulfil 

Thy precepts ; from Thyself the strength must flow. 
With outstretch' d arm of strength redeem from ill ! 

Still to our wayward hearts Thyself bestow ! 
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SONNET XXII. 



DEGEMBEB 18. 



PENITENCE. 
O Radix Jesse. 

**0 Root of Jesse, who art placed for a sign of the people, before 
whom Kings shall shut their mouths, whom the Gentiles shall 
supplicate ; come Thou to deliver us, do not tarry. 

Is. xi. 10.; Hi. 15.; Hab. ii. 3. 



O Thou, the Root of Jesse ! Many an age 

Has trampled down in heedless, heartless mood, 
Thine ancient stock, with deathless hope endued. 

Thy blossoming stem shall cheer the orphanage 

Of Earth's uncultured forest with a gage 
Of fragrant consolation. Nations rude 
Shall gather round Thy heavenly solitude. 

And thence inspired their passions shall assuage. 

Kings at Thy feet in silence shall adore : 
The Gentiles, prostrate, seek Thy glorious shrine. 

Come ! Quickly come ! Thy Penitents implore 
The healing balm breathed from Thy leaf Divine. 

Sorrow's meek violets bring we, water' d o'er 

With tears, that in Thy hallowing shade may shine. 
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SONNET XXIII. 



DECEMBEB 19. 



FORGIVENESS. 

O Clavis David, 

** O Key of David, and Sceptre of the bouse of Israel, -who openest 
and none shuttethi who shuttest and none openeth; come 
Thou and bring forth the captive from the house of bondage, 
who sitteth in darkness and in the shadow of death." 

Is. xxii. 22. ; xlii. 7. ; ix. 2. 



O Thou that bearest David's wondrous key, 

The Sceptre of united Israel ! 

Come ! Quickly come ! That Thy Redeemed may dwell, 
Where foe shall never touch them, safe with Thee. 
Men murmur at Thy Lordship. Thy decree 

None shall withstand, when Heaven's bright citadel, 

Whose saintly towers Thy people joy to tell, 
Shall shine, as Thine own Self, eternally. 
Sin to Thy chosen then shall be no more ; 

Then to the iBeiithless no more door of grace : 
When judgment issues, mercy shall be o'er. 

Reward and vengeance meet in that just place : 
From Death's imprisoning darkness, let the door 

Of Life admit me now to see Thy Face ! 
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SONNET XXIV. 



DECEMBEB 20. 



REFORMATION. 

O Oriens, 

'* O Rising Brightness of the Everlasting Light, and Sun of 
Righteousness, come Thou and enlighten those who sit in 
darkness and in the shadow of death." 

Luke i. 78, 79. ; Mai. iv. 2. 



O Thotj, who on our wintry desolation 
Bisest with brightness of Eternal Light, 
The Sun of Righteousness, the central height, 

Round whom reyolye, in holy illumination, • 

In spiritual power of new creation — 
Moving in mystic march, they all imite 
In glad spontaneous harmony of sight ! — 

The saintly choir, the heirs of Thy salvation ! 

Come ! Quickly come ! and let Thy beams disperse 
The lingering heritage of sin's defiling : 

So let Thy day-spring's glory queU the curse ! 
Gloom shrouds us still, the accuser's dark reviling : 

Let those who dwell in shadowing death, rehearse 
Thy kindling power, transforming, reconciling. 



THE DAYS OP ADVENT. 175 



SONNET XXV. 



DECEMBEB 21. 

PREPARATION. 
* My Lord and my God.'*— John xx. 28. 



Pbepabe to meet thy God ! Good Lord ! The cry 
Of Thy Forerunner calls us to prepare 
By self denial's wounds, aspiring prayer, 

Self-searching penitence, humility, 

That knows no good but looking unto Thee, 
By those three gifts of Thine abiding care, 
Faith, Hope, and Love, — for eflPorts fruitless were 

Unless from Heav'n their threefold presence be ! 

By these we gird ourselves : by ministries 

Of strengthening grace our pilgrim feet are shod. 

Come ! Quickly come ! to our expectant eyes ! 
The Apostle worshipped when Thy glory trod 

In visible form the Earth ! Burst now the skies ! 
And teach us to exclaim "My Lord, my God." 
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SONNET XXVI. 



DEGEMBEB 22. 



ZEAL. 

O Rex Oentium, 

" O King and Desire of all Nations, and Chief Corner-stone, who 
makest two to be one, come Thou and save man, whom Thou 
formedstfrom the clay." — Jer. x. 7. ; Hag. ii. 7. ; Is. xxviii. 16. ; 
£p. ii. 15. ; Is. xxxt. 4. ; Oen. ii. 7. 



O Thotj, the King of nations, throned supreme 

On blissful height of bounteous Providence, 

The long-desir'd, long-promised ! Man's offence 
First shut from sight Thy love's sustaining gleam. 
But now Thine ardour shines with nobler beam, 

Placed as the comer-stone of triumph, whence 

The flash of multiform magnificence 
Thrills through the Temple of Life with jewell'd stream. 
Of twain. Thou makest one new home of grace, 

Quickening with life from Heav'n the heirs of clay. 
Come ! Quickly come ! our cold dark stains efface ! 

The fire of grace shall vanquish sin's decay : 
Let zeal arise to cleanse the holy place. 

And burning love devour before Thy way ! 
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SONNET XXVII. 



• ■ 



DEGEMBEB 23. 



SECLUSION. 
O Emmanuel. 

" O Emmanuel our King and Lawgiver, the gatherer of the 
People and their Saviour ; come Thou to save us, O Lord our 
God."— Is. vii. 14. ; xxxiii. 22. ; Gen. xlix. 10. ; Rom. x. 13. 



O Thou Emmanuel, who now dost hide 

In substance of dependent infancy 

Thine all sufficing Godhead, when we flee, 
Our King and Saviour ! to Thy gentle side, 
We learn the saintly manhood deified 

Of Prayer's sublime seclusion. Unto Thee 

The gathering of the Nations soon shall be, 
To own as Judge, the Saviour they denied. 
Bid their blind raging cease ! Come ! Quickly come ! 

Joy of Thy Saints and terror of Thy foes ! 
Unknown Thou cam'st of old to Bqthlehem's home ! 

Men scorn the invisible gifts Thy love bestows ! 
Yet not for ever strangers shall we roam ! 

Arise to save us and Thy power disclose ! 
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SONNET XXVIII. 



CHRISTMAS EVE. 



SALVATION. 
" We look for the Saviour, the Lord Jesus Christ"— Phil. iii. 20. 



We watch to see the star of gladness rise 

In holy triumph o'er the night of sin. 

With mightier promises its smiles begin 
Than roused our earliest Parents' wondering eyes 
To spotless Eden's blissful energies. 

The coming Babe a fairer realm shall win 

Than Adam lost. With prayers we welcome in 
The Eternal Lord descending from the skies- 
God's chosen time let maiden hearts adorn 

With wreaths of mercy, box, and pine and fir. 
The Sim grows pale before this golden morn : 

Night now with moon more blest shines wealthier. 
A mighty nation sprung from the new-bom 

Shall deck with praise Salvation's harbinger. 



CHRISTMAS DAY. 



' I heard a loud voice saying in Heaven, now is come salvation 
and strength, and the kingdom of our God, and the power of 
His Christ: for the accuser of our brethren is cast down." 

Rev. xii. 10. 



Usheb'd in by Angel shoutings, comes the new-bom 

day of Life ; 
Bethlehem's shepherds watching nightly, heard the 

tale of ended strife. 

Bright upon their peaceful sheepcotes, Heay'n's ef- 
fulgent glory broke, 
Orbing roimd the shining stranger, while the^ words 
of grace he spoke. 

Silvery sheen inspired the vision, beauteous as the 

tranquil glow 
Of the moon in liquid ether, when her shield hangs 

large and low. - 
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OHBISTMAS BAY. 



Here she seemed from IJeaven descending on the 

grateful earth to tread : 
So the vast expanse of sploodour in majestic compass 



Surely then did loyeliest Mercy meet with Truth for 

man's release : 
Righteousness in holy radiance touched the earth 

with kiss of peace. 

<< Shepherds, fear not ! " Thus the Angel hush'd to 

calm their wondering mind : 
'' Glad the tidings of my mission : great the joy to all 

mankind ! 



" For to you, in David's City, comes the Saviour, 

Christ, the Lord : 
'' Swathed in infant's bands behold Him, lying on the 

manger's board." 

Then the host who follow'd Michael, when the great 

Archangel fell, 
Gkither'd round to praise the Sovereign, whom their 

Captain served so well. 
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Heaven's bright warriors sound their trumpets, wel- 
coming the Eternal King : 

Secrets they had long'd to gaze on, now to light this 
Babe shall bring. 

Now is known the ancient mystery, now revealed the 

hope of old, 
Truth which Prophets spake in wonder, knowing not 

the things they told I 

All the hierarchy of glory thrills through HeaVn 

with nobler light, 
Whilst within the Infant's forehead God's great 

wisdom comes to sight. 

Hail'd as King among his creatures, comes the Lord 

of life and power. 
And the Angelic victory waited to be perfected this 

hour. 

Fall'n from Heaven, the great Accuser still on earth 

imvanquish'd lay. 
Still the sceptred hand was wanting, to arise, and 

bind, and slay. 
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Still the cry unanswer'd lingered that secured their 

faithful home, — 
" Satan, let the Lordrelraketliee !'' — ^Now at length 

the Lord is come. 

Yes ! they knew the Babe of Bethlehem as the foe's 

avenging Lord ; 
Him they see upon the manger, whom they once 

imseen ador'd. 

Now draws nigh the closing conflict : now the Cham- 
pion comes to save, 

Comes to rescue man, the prisoner, vanquish death 
and spoil the grave. 

Mingling songs of new achievement shall the Lord's 

redeemed return : 
Heaven's depopulated Princedoms with new lamps of 
glory bum. 

Once their voices sweU'd with pleasure ere they 

knew the coming strife, 
When as Sons of God they shouted in the first glad 

throb of life. 



Now their pndse springs higher, gladlier, whilst with 

wondering* awe they trace, 
How the work of old creation shall be perfected in 

grace. 

Long they marvell'd at the mystery whence the war 

in Heaven began : 
Now they see triumphant goodness budding from the 

stock of man. 

For they know the Babe of Bethlehem shall raise up 

a glorious seed, 
Which shall justify the wisdom by which all had 

been decreed. 

In expectant contemplation, roimd the Virgin-bom 

they bow. 
And they know that outcast InfEUit to a mighty race 

shall grow. 

Not of Earth His birth, nor earthly shall His gene- 
ration spread ; 

Earthly substance must be kindled by the life from 
Godhead shed. 
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So shall rise the line of David to its great Eternal 

Throne, 
And the covenanted Israel shall their promised 

Saviour own. 

To His weakness bring they homage, for long since 

the Word was given, 
" God the Son shall be incarnate : worship Him ye 

peers of Heaven ! " 

Angels watch'd, but never compast, that dread 

promise in its might. 
Now they realize its fulness, and adore the Light of 

Light. 

For the forms of .earth forbid not that their pure 

perception's view 
All the moral worth of souls, the spirit's essence 

shining true. 

Many a child of man they witoest struggling 

nobly 'gainst the fall : 
But the taint of sin was on them. Death's rude frost 

had boimd them all. 
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But now first upon the stormy tide of life in power 

descending, 
Comes a flash of cleansing glory, and they worship, 

lowly bending. 

From the height of Heaven above them, where their 

glance had never strayed. 
From the Shrine where screening Seraphs held their 

burning wings displayed. 

From the throne whence gather'd companies of forms 

of Cherub-strength 
Held the fourfold realm extended of creations 

breadth and length, 

From the substance of the All-holy, comes that super- 
natural Fire : 

'Tis the free and princely Spirit, 'tis the thirsting 
world's Desire. 



Heaven and earth are bound in union in that 

mystery of birth ; 
Here the rose with promised fragrance cheers the 

ancient land of dearth. 
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Jay and praise spring up before Him, tliat no Angel 

thoughts can share : 
Faith and Hope can paint but dimly what in fulness 

they declare. 

He who comes so meek and lowly shall the power of 

Heayen make known ; 
Shall in flesh subdue the fiend, and claim the nations 

for his own ; 

Crown'd with hmtage of glory in the Majesty most 

High, 
Shall demand the adoration of the hosts that throng 

the sky. 

But to Him that future glory is no foture even now : 
In the abyss of unchanged glory dwells the God to 
whom they bow. 

Happy they who whilst they see Him clothed with 

suffering still confess, 
That the lowly Babe of Bethlehem is the Lord of 

righteousness. 
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Therefore Angels haste in gladness on the embassy 

of praise, 
Round the feeble Child of might the Conqueror's 

endless chaunt to raise. 

In the highest Heaven be glory, on the Earth be holy 

peace: 
Fallen flies the foe ; to man shall Loye undimm'd 

from Christ increase. 

So the song went on for ever: ''Fallen flies the 

ancient foe ! 
" Glory be to God on high : grace and truth to man 

below!" 

All the host of Heayen in union, joyed to sing the 
exultiQg strain : 

''Wisdom shines from God triumphant; Man re- 
turns to Life again ! 

" Glory to the great Creator ! Glory to the Incarnate 

Son! 
" Glory to the Holy Ghost, through whom the Incar- 

nate's work is done ! 
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^' Alleluia ! Strong to yengeance, let Redemption's 

Lord arise ! 
<< AUeluia ! Let the Trumpet rouse the dead and fill 

the skies ! " 



THE 

CIRCUMCISION OF CHRIST, 



Psalm I. 



Blessed be the the name of Jesus! See a race 

marked out to-day, 
Which, in sacrificial suffering, casts the wanton world 

away. 

Blessed He whose holy footsteps evil counsels never 

led. 
Though the fiend, in outward conflict, toils of crafty 

reason spread. 

Blessed He who never loitered, fondling with delu- 
sive sin. 

For the feir pretence of praises, losing what He came 
to win. 
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Blessed He who ne'er was seated, but for judgment's 

truthful speech, 
Seated where the world was mocking, seated there 

His sons to teach. 

Blessed He whose changeless aim was in His Father's 

work and will : 
Earth to Him brought empty caskets which the joys 

of heaven shall fiU. 

, Blessed be the Son of Mary ! God's pure law was 
His delight : 
Day by day in ministration, and in vigil prayer by 
night. 

As a Tree beside the waters high to Heaven its 
branches rears, 

Greeting with its timely harvests all the quick suc- 
ceeding years : 

So with nourishment from Godhead shall His mys- 
tic Body grow. 

While the blest baptismal waters round His roots 
with grace shall flow. 
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Every age shall find fresh bounties on His topmost 

boughs outspread, 
And decay shall never paint His vigorous leaf with 

changeful red. 

Bright success shaU still surround Him and when 

dangers threaten round, 
Angels waiting near in worship shall defend the 

holy groimd. 

But the multitude of aliens, tasting not the Godsent 

power, 
Shall but wither in the sunshine, parch' d-in glory's 

noontide hour. 

As the strong cold blast of evening whirls the vacant 
chaff away, 

So shall chill dark terror seize them in the judg- 
ment's awful day ; 

And their ancient habitation shall not know their 

face again, 
When the risen Saints in glory stand triumphant on 

the plain. 
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For the just, by Faith abiding in the Incarnate Lord 

of mighty 
live for ever: but the wicked lose themselves in 

nature's night. 



LENTEN MEDITATIONS. 



SONNET I. 



ASH-WEDNESDAY. 

** Behold now I have taken upon me to speak unto the Lord, which 
am but dust and ashes." Gen. xviiL 27. 



The day of Ashes ! This of all the year 

Is man's own day, in type most meet and just : 
For ashes are we all, and lifeless dust ; 

Ashes the robe, which in this world we bear ! 

No fires of ancient life, but clouds appear, 

Dull smoke declaring what we were. Thou must 
In seraph pomp descend to be our trust. 

The Coal of sacred Fire, whom Heavens revere ! 

Thy glorious likeness, which in Eden shone, 

Is ours no more. With bounteous love draw nigh ! 
To Thee we turn for grace. Incarnate Lord ! 

Grant us the living Spirit from Thy Throne, 
The flame of Pentecostal ministry. 
On Thine enshrining Manhood now outpour'd ! 
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SONNET II. 



FAITH. 

" Looking unto Jetut the author and finisher of our faith." 

Heb. xiL 2. 



Repentance, Lord ! in ashes I would show ! 

With this dark robe hast Thou enfolded me, 

And faith, self-judging, owns the award from Thee : 
The Cross shines bright, by Love made mighty now ! 
Contrition learns new health beneath Thy glow ! 

Death reigns where Thou art not ! My life must be 

The radiance of Thine own Divinity ! 
From Thee all gifts of grace and mercy flow. 
Thine anger' d justice stem repentance views : 

Would that mine eye could see Thee round my path, 

In all things near, my stubborn will to prove ! 
Faith, bolden'd by the Cross, for Mercy sues ! 

Consuming Fire Thou art, in power of wrath : 

Reflning Fire, in all pervading Love ! 
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SONNET III. 



PERFECTION. 

** Charity which is the bond of perfectness." — Col. iiL 14. 



LoBD ! in repentance and in faith I come, 

Prostrate in sorrow at the gate of life ! 

On to perfection lead me ! Midst the strife 
Of tongues on Earth, I seek Thy peaceful home ! 
Save Thou the penitent, though billowy foam 

Of troubles toss me ! Passions rude and rife 

With foul excess, demand Thy pruning knife : 
Blest be the Love, which smites me lest I roam ! 
Love sprung from Thee shall vanquish death, shall heal 

All wounds, and with sure victory crown the fight : 

No chill despair shall make Love's guidance void ! 
All praise to Love's unconquerable zeal ! 

Her tranquil ray shall fill me with the light 

Of Thy perfection shining unalloy'd. 
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SONNET IV. 



BOLDNESS IN GOD. 

** Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death; I will 
fear no evil, for Thou art with me." Ps. xxiii. 4. 



MisTEUSTPirii of the world's rough treacherous gale, 
I boldly rest upon Thy changeless power, 
To lead me safe through each tempestuous hour ! 

Sin struggles ever nigh, ev'n whilst I wail ! 

Yet when the tempter's crafty wiles assail 

Thou mak'st me conqueror : now I dare not cower 
Beneath his darts, although in poison' d shower 

They beat me down to earth with fire and hail ! 

Thou wilt not leave me : therefore am I bold ! 
Thyself art with me : therefore am I strong ! 

Thy life renews me, when in death grown cold ! 

My fast but points to Thy stem Fast of old : 
My conflict follows Thine ! No hellish wrong 

Can hurt me whilst Thy Cross, by faith, I hold ! 
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SONNET V. 



SUNDAYS IN LENT. 

" 1 will remember the years of the Right Hand of the Most 
Highest Ps.lxxvii. 10. 



A DAY of rest amidst our time of war ! 

An hour of gleam while clouds hang darkening round ! 

Amidst our foes, Thy voice, with holy sound, 
Still bids us cling to Thy victorious car ! 
The ensigns of Thy victory shine afar ! 

A sea of turmoil is man's life ; yet crown'd 

With lines of light its tossing waves rebound, 
And the sun gilds each billow like a star ! 
Upon our life of conflict week by week 

Sparkles a joyful lustre from the rays 
Of Thee, our Sun, once agonised and meek ! 

Thou wast alone in sorrow ; on Thy ways 
No joy shed light beside the desert peak : 

But now Thy rising cheers our saddest days ! 
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SONNET VI. 



DESIRE FOR GOD. 

'^ When shall I come to appear before the presence of God ? " 

Ps. xlii. 2. 



Good Lord ! My soul's desire remains unblest 
Until it reach to Thee ! Thy power I find 
Shining abroad in nature's deeds most kind. 

Thyself I seek in all, and still my quest 

Is unfiilfill'd ! Still is my soul oppressed, 
Panting to see Thee, and my powerless mind 
Bears the stem weight of sin and grief combin'd. 

One two-fold sorrow, variously drest ! 

Disquieted am I, as the meek doye 

Which o'er the waste of waters foimd no place ! 

In homeless travel lives my anxious love ! 

I mourn my faithless heart, my wayward race. 

And still unsoothed midst all Thy bounties rove, 
Till I can view the glories of Thy Face ! 



\ 
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SONNET VII. 



TRANSFORMATION. 

« Seek the Lord in His strength : seek His Face ei^ermore/* 

Ps. cv. 4. 



O God, without whom nothing can be good, 

Fill me with holy thoughts, desires, and deeds ! 

I tremble at my sin, which daily needs 
The cleansing fountain of Thy holy rood ! 
Grant me transforming strength of hallowing food 

Whose quickening force to boldest action leads ! 

My drooping heart in deadliest strife it feeds, 
And Hfhs my soul, in every downcast mood I 
Come, Holy Ghost, with gladness from on high ! 

From the unseen Father and the Incarnate Son, 
Come with anointing grace ! Hear Thou my cry ! 

Fill Thou my lamp ere yet the night be gone^ 
And let its flame rise brightly to the sky 

With Thine own power. Eternal Three in One. 
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SONNET VIII. 



SEARCHING FOR GOD. 

" The Spirit searcheth all things, even the deep things of God." 

ICor. ii. 10. 



LoBD ! Still I search, and still would search Thee so 
That I may search Thee more, — this still the end 
To which my earnest heaven-ward longings tend ! 

Man cannot, by deep search, Thy fulness know ! 

Thy Love in search for man's lost race so low 
Stoop'd once, that Thou dost call Thyself our Friend, 
Our Brother ! Yet Thy Majesty doth lend 

Glory to weakness : prostrate must we bow ! 

The very nearness of conmiunion seems 

To teach us our shortcomings. Lord ! I thirst 
For Thy pure solace more than at the first ! 

The gracious taste of Thine ennobling streams 

Makes my desire unquenchable ! Thy sight 

Fulfils my search, and makes it infinite ! 
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SONNET IX. 



FRUITFULNESS. 
" If ye love me, keep my Commandments." — John xiv. 15. 



Shall zeal die fruitless ? Nay ! its pulse shall be 
The fountain of amendment : its full stream 
Bright with the power of Thine inspiring beam 

Shall cheer each day with glad festivity 

Of holy deeds, quickening on every tree 

Fniits meet for sorrow, ripened by the gleam 
Of Thine approval, holiest Angels* theme ! 

Let Thy reflected light encompass me ! 

Though waiting now in pilgrimage on earth. 
Yet would I live for heaven, in deeds of grace 

Finding bright earnest of my second birth ! 

In endless worship of Thine awful worth 
Thy glory shall be mirror' d fece to face ! 
So grant me here Thine hallowing gifts to trace ! 
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SONNET X. 



THE BEARING OF THE CROSS 
TO CALVARY. 



(From the Italiq/n qf Filicajti,) 



Beneath the barbarous load. Thou, Lord ! dost bow 

The sacred shoulders where the world doth rest! 

By outrage here, and grie& Thou art opprest, 
Soon to be borne on that Thou bearest now ! 
But weight of mine, sins numberless, more low 

Bind Thee ! Alone my guilt Thou carriest ! 

I sinn*d, — Thou tak*st : Thou gasping, and I blest ! 
Thou pain'd for me ! Freed by Thy pains I go ! 
But barren though I be of pious grace. 

Yet would I bow. Thy load to bear with Thee, 
And make thereof a shield, stem Death to face ! 

Sin's rising waters shall not swallow me. 

If in the fierce, wild stoim. Thy Cross shall be 
My vessel, and thine arms my resting place ! 



V 



LENIEir MEDITATIONS. 208 



SONNET XI. 



THE SCOURGING AT THE PILLAR. 



{From the Italian qfFUic^fa,) 



Thou, maible column ! not so hard canst be. 

As they whose hardened boastings meet mine ears ! 

And like to Thee, their stony glance appears ! 
Them fierceness hath made marUe, — nature Thee ! 
And marble in resistance calm is He 

Who, bow'd with suffering, these wildscourgings bears ! 

And I am marble, if in copious tears 
I pay not for such blood vast usury ! 
But anguish now to marble turns my heart. 

And fills no more the eye's accustomed vein : 
Let me not bear the scourger's guilty part ! 

'Midst their sad work, I with, calm brow sustain 
To gaze thereon : yet who can teach the art 

To gaze unagonized by mortal pain ? 
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SONNET XII. 



CHRIST IN THE GARDEN. 



{From the Italian of Filicaja,) 



Ip the sad look bear witness of the heart ; 

If every deed, the blood, the sigh, be true, 

He soon shall die, and calls death near to view, 
Here, ere He die, oft acting o'er death's part ! 
'Tis for my fault He grieves, and to His smart, — 

That smart, which all besides doth far outdo, — 

Earth cannot give, nor Heaven, the succour due. 
Hath love so broad extent — so powerful art ? 
At such a sight my heart doth gush with woe. 

And from my drooping forehead all the tide 
Of grief's abundance, all my soul doth flow. 

O Garden, far more dread than that which wide 
Open'd to the first man ! There stain' d did blow 

The seed of innocence ; in thee it died ! 



K 
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SONNET XIII. 



THE CROWN OF THORNS. 



{From the Italian of Filicaja,) 



Who tore you from the stem ? Who bound you down 
Upon the head divine ? O Thorns ! Who twin'd 
Your bristling crown ? For the rude task, unkind 

The fate which chose you ! Me my fault alone 

Did choose : for with these hands, yea ! these mine own,^ 
The wicked wreath I wove, and mine own mind 
Was that from whence I tore you, — there did find 

The soil whereon the ill-omened crop was grown ! 

So with the ripening growth of mine offence 
Ye grew, with cruel poison's taint imbued, 

Until I made you serve mine impotence ! 
But if in frenzy, and wild savage mood, 

I the Redeemer's temples dared to stain. 

Mine own breast sting not ye with vengefrd pain ? 
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SONNET XIV. 



THE CRUCIFIXION AND DEATH. 



{From the Italian of Filicaja,) 



LoBD, what sad sight is this ? In these mine eyes 
Doth not the day-beam die with piercing pain ? 
Lord I here Thou diest. Can Heaven, can love refrain ? 

Hath Death such power ? Gav'st Thou to Him such prize ? 

Thou diest, and where Thy birth-star first did rise, 
I fix my gaze, yea, more ! my heart enchain : 
There seems the gasp of death, transfused, again 

To wake Thy Spirit's nobler energies ! 

At Thy first Breath, the stream of gracious air 
Roused into life frail dust and impure clay. 

But the high task was not completed there ! 
The mighty work as yet, ungamished lay : 

From Thy first Breath the world but learn' d to live : 

Life and Salvation this last Breath can give ! 



SONGS OF EASTERTIDE. 



I. 
TUE ANGEL SITTING ON THE STONE. 



The Soldiers were watching ; the stone lay seal'd : 

But the Lord of Hosts is gone ; 
No more shall earth bind Him, for Godhead rereal'd 

From His glorified body hath shone. 

In vain were the Soldiers for surety placed. 

To delay His triumph-hour : 
The kingdom of Christ with a glory is graced 

Which surpasses their'perishing power. 

He is gone : but the grave is not empty yet, 
Whence the Lord made blessings spring : 

For Angels unseen in the cave are set, 
Their heavenly message to bring. 
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The Earth, at the bidding of God Most High, 

Its fearful earnest gave 
Of the last great quaking, when earth and sky 

Shall sink in a bottomless grave. 

The Angel came, and roU'd away 
The stone which the soldiers guard : 

There sat he enthroned whom hosts obey. 
And vain was their feeble ward. 

They saw, and sank as the helpless dead 
At the vision of heaven's great chief: 

And soon as they woke to their terror, they fled 
And told of that strange relief. 

For the Angel came in his robe of snow, 

A white and glittering form ! 
And the lightning flash' d from his Godlike brow : 

And they could not abide that storm ! 

So heaven hath taken the place of earth, 
And the figure of empires must fall : 

And the stone which was moulded in mystic birth 
In glory is risen o'er all. 



> 
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II. 

ST. MARY MAGDALENE 

VISITING THE SEPULCHEE. 



Who is she with eager feet, 
Pressing on, her Lord to greet ? 
She who heard the words of heaven, 
*' Woman, be thy sins forgiven ! " 

Yes ! to her that body seem'd 
As the gate whence glory streamed : 
Memory of the pardoping breath 
Made it precious ev'n in death. 

Hasting ere the rest, were come, 
Here she thought to find her home : 
But the grave hath lost its prey, 
And the stone is roll'd away. 



210 SONGS 07 BASTEBTIDE. 



Urged by love's quick fear she went 
To pour forth her sad lament, 
Bringing to the rock's dark shade 
Sympathy that could not aid. 

Restless came she back to weep, 
Fix*d her mournful watch to keep : 
For the Lord was all her care, 
And His Body is not there. 

Anxious watch she still retain'd : 
Others went, but she remained : 
To her thoughts the spring-flowers said, 
" Earth's most fragrant form is dead." 

All the blossoms round the grave 
Seem'd in vacant glare to wave : 
Not so bright their jewell'd stain. 
As the slab where Christ had lain. 

Dear to her the barren stone : 
There she looks, and there alone ! 
Forward bends the place to kiss, 
Last memorial of her bliss ! 
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There she thought that none were nigh. 

Witnessing her piteous cry : 

But within the inmost ceU, 

Clothed in white, two strangers dwell. 

"Woman, wherefore dost thou mourn?'' — 
So they ask*d of her forlorn. — 
Faith's tried work of love below 
Is far more than angels know. 

Answer made she then : — ^nor thought 
Heaven were in such closeness brought — 
"Here my Lord's blest Body lay : 
They have taken Him away !" 

How should strangers deign to bless 
Hearts absorb'd in bitterness ? 
Strangers she had known of old. 
Heedless, scornful, proud, and cold. 

One, she knew, with love flow'd o'er ; 
But He now is here no more : 
Back she tum'd, and saw the light 
Eising on the Eastern height. 

I p"2 
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Not to her with hopeful beam 
Came the day's returning stream : 
Suns that set fresh moms shall have. 
But no morrow gilds the grave. 

Yet that sun hath touch'd her heart 
With a new and quickening dart ; 
In its rays stood one, whose eye 
Beam'd with nobler sympathy. 

Mary look'd on Him, nor knew 
Why that gaze her heartstrings drew : 
Mild He ask*d : — " Why weepest thou ? 
Who is it thou seekest now ? " 

"Tell me, Sir," she quick replied, — 
Love had mark'd Him for her guide — 
" Hast thou mov'd Him ? Let me oome, 
And I soon will bear Him home." — 



'* Mary !" — Twas no stranger's voice, 
Which thus call'd her to rejoice. 
" Master !"— At His feet she knelt, 
For the power of Heaven she felt. 
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Speechless love to Him she brought. 
Living found, whom dead she sought ! 
Yet the risen Saviour's love 
Purer springs from Heaven above ! 

" Hold me not," He said, " below : 
To my Father must I go : 
To my brethren haste and tell, 
I ascend in Heaven to dwell." 



i 
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ni. 

ST. MARY THE VIRGIN, 

WAITING AT THE 
HOUSE OF THE BEI.OTED DISCIPLE. 



Mast, glorious Mother, waited 
Where her Son had bid her stay : 

Knew his love was not abated : 

Knew Him free from death's decay. 

Now she knew her high deyotion 
Was to do as He had done. 

Taking, with Love's pure emotion. 
His disciple for her son. 

He who look'd on His Hand-maiden, 
Will not leave His Mother lone. 

Here with Love more safely laden 
Than with spices at the stone. 
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"lis not outward haste should meet HiiUi 
As when earth-bound steps He trod : 

Purity of heart shall greet Him 
In the risen power of God. 

Seek not the sepulchral hiding 
Of the Lord of space and time : 

His dead body there abiding 
Shall be glorified ere prime. 

Where He wills on Earth appearing, 
Like a spirit shall He come : 

Faithful hearts with love revering 
Shall be foimd His favoured home. 



In the thanks of pure oblation, 
Path sublime to Christ shall be : 

They who live by His Salvation 
Shall their God and Saviour see. 
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IV. 

RISEN LIFE WITH CHRIST. 



We are risen with Christ to-day : 
Why then do we loitering stay ? 
Christians* life should daily be 
Dawn of Christ's eternity. 

Though on earth our journey last, 
Yet the grave's dark night is past : 
Jesus lives, no more to die : — 
Death departs when Christ is nigh. 

Seeming all unchanged, we hide 
In His Body sanctified : 
There in deathless power who dwell, 
Feel not earth and fear not Hell. 
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Let not cloudy phantoms come 
Shutting out the sight of home ; 
Welcome glad should Easter give, 
Dead to earth, with Christ to live. 

Are we fearful to depart, 
Weary now and faint of heart ? 
Day's Ml sheen shall cheer far more 
Than ought else that comes before. 

Not from earth our life is found : 
Not jfrom earth our joys abound : 
Christ in vain to earth would rise, 
But as Sovereign of the skies. 

Through the grave the virtue trine 
Streams on us with life divine ; 
Though fax off we seem to wait. 
Heaven is near with open'd gate. 

Faith shaU teach us how to tread, 
Living here among the dead : 
Power unseen it bids us own. 
Looking to the Priestly Throne. 



Hope with courage stays the heart, 
Sure of rest, though worlds depart : 
Firm with Christ delights to stand, 
Measuring earth from God's right hand. 

Charity eternal springs 
From the glorious King of Kings : 
Mild, with cleansing lustre bums : 
Bom of Qod to God returns : 

Lifts the wiU to reign above, 
Lost in God's Almighty love : 
Quickens self with heayenly glow. 
Strong to act for God below. 

Let us then our voices raise 
With new songs of ceaseless praise : 
Let each deed a trumpet be, 
Telling of Eternity ! 



V. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S TRIUMPH. 



Dabk, — dark^-^dark was the Earth, 
When the Lord of Glory rose : 

Bright, — bright, — bright is the birth, 
Which Easter joys disclose. 

Toll,— toll,— toll ye the knell • 
Of the enemy fall'n in death : 

Loud, — ^loud, — ^loud be the swell 
Of the trumpet's conquering breath. 

Down, — down, — down with the foe, 
Who woimds in dying still : 

Break, — ^break, — ^break ye the bow. 
And the arm can do no ill. 
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Crush, — crush, — crush ye the haunt, 
Where rebel passions play : 

Stamp, — stamp, — stamp on the vaunt 
Of a perishing world of clay. 

Sleep, — sleep, — sleep no more 
In the loathsome caves of sin : 

Hise, — ^rise, — rise to the shore. 
Where the joys of Saints begin. 

Vain, — vain, — ^vain is the fate. 
In which Satan held us long : 

Weak, — weak, — weak is his hate. 
Though it still be raging strong. 

Fight, — fight, — ^fight in the strength 
Of Redemption's quickening hour : 

Live, — ^live, — live ye at length 
With the risen Lord of power. 

Peace, — ^peace, — peace shall be thine. 
For the hopes of Heaven are bold : 

Soon, — soon, — soon shall it shine. 
And the world is waxing old. 
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Death, — death, — death shall reveal, 

The gate of endless life : 
Christ, — Christ, — Christ shall heal 

The scars of every strife. 

Sure, — sure, — sure is the road. 
Where the risen Lord leads on : 

Blest, — Ablest, — Ablest the abode 
Where the Saints who have triumphed are 
gone. 



VI. 

THE PRESENCE 
OF THE RISEN SAVIOUR. 



The sacred band in hallow'd mystery dwelt, 
Waiting upon their Lord for forty days : 

His presence came to cheer them where they knelt : 
His hands, uplifted, blest them midst their praise. 

On unseen paths of air His substance came. 
And shone to sight by love's revealing power : 

His lip's glad sound announced Him stiU the same : 
His glorious wounds told of His dying hour. 

Where'er they met, they knew that He was nigh, 
So spake His Promise, and they now believed : 

They learnt the blest communion of the sky, 

And hidden Truth's triumphant strength received. 
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No empty form, the child of wayward thought. 
Was this, which to their secret conclave rose : 

With wonderful experience brightly fraught, 
He came the mighty marvel to disclose, — 

Faith's mighty marvel, whose transforming glow. 
In modes of presence which no eye can trace. 

Should welcome ages yet unborn to bow 
Before the risen Lord's sustaining grace. 

The Truth's soft empire of ethereal might. 
Which their dull sense of old but faintly knew. 

Now girt them round : and hand, and ear, and sight 
Confess'd the wonder-world to which they grew. 

As trees, within the holy courts of God, 

Whose fragrance mingles with the tunefrd prayer, 

Haise up their blossoms from the wealthy sod 
At voiceless bidding of the nurturing air ; 

So, link'd in fellowship of promised life. 
The chosen witnesses of grace Divine 

Wake to new powers beyond this meaner strife. 
Gaze in transfiguring rapture, gaze and shine. 
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From that blest form a heayenly virtue streams, 
Whicli melts their hearts in renovating love : 

Strange converse, passing far their noblest dreams. 
Unites them to their Lord, who reigns above. 

Ofb as His Name, in solemn functions used. 
Bids Heaven expand to their united song. 

His gracious Presence, wondrously diffused. 
Shall constant life from age to age prolpng. 

Such crowning virtue waits upon their voice. 
As Faith hath trembled without sight to own : 

But these bright earnests call them to rejoice ; 
He still shall guard them, present on the throne. 

Henceforth a realm of righteousness is theirs ; 

They stand on earth around the God of Heaven : 
He lifts on high the incense of their prayers ; 

The keys of glory to His Hand are given. 

No more is God's fair Temple closed afar : 

No more the Spirit' s reign drawn back from sight : 

For manhood, moved in mystery, like a car. 
Bears from the abyss the treasured Infinite. 
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As flashes, loosed in purifying show, 
• Reveal the latent burden of the cloud, 
Bless the hot evening with their fitful glow, 

And cheer with pulse of health night's darkening 
shroud: — 

Or, as beneath a forest's deepest shade, 
"Where earth uprears the impervious roof of green. 

Some crystal streamlet, from the mountains strayed. 
With sunlit diamonds wakes the drowsy scene : — 

So now, from hidden source of gentle grace, 

Faith welcomes Heaven's kind light in earth's dark 
gloom : 

The risen Lord is near in every place : 
His radiance fills the consecrated room. 

He comes, in outward forms to man reveal'd : 
He reigns in Heaven with spiritual power ! 

The token here, by God the Father seal'd, — 
The glory there, prevailing every hour! 



THE ASCENSION. 



Now closed the Forty Days, whose bahny time 
Witnessed the Saviour midst His faithful few. 
In visible intercourse and words sublime 

He came, with form unchanged from what they 

knew 
In former days of wandering ; yet there grew 
A deeper sense of Godhead, hour by hour : 

Love, beyond man's frail speech and outward view. 
Like fragrant life breathed from some cherished 

flower, 
Made what they saw more dear, with grace of secret 
power. 
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II. 

Strange words of lofty Sovereignty He spake, 

Pictures of promise, shining on the scroll 
Of the dark future, and whilst hopes awake 

Of Israel's ancient sway, their lordly soul 

Fashions for its own self into a whole 
The scattered stars of truth ; but quick desires 

Misread the symbols : ages must unroll 
The harmony which God-sent life inspires, 
Nor can man's prescient art bind down those mystic fires. 

III. 

They stand upon the verge of a new world. 
And all the vast confederacy of nations 

Which bound as yet their thoughts, to darkness hurl'd 
Shall perish in the wreck of man's creations, 
Hush'd be the din of vain anticipations ! 

Now let pure Faith her tranquil sceptre wield. 
And rest in God with patient supplications 1 

So must they Icam the pride of earth to yield 

In meek submission's yoke, who would see Heaven 
reveal'd. 
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IV. 

The times and seasons wait not on their will : 

Enough for them to know that forward lies 
A yast expanse whose waste themselves must fill 

As channels of the virtue of the skies. 

Bearing their supernatural ministries. 
Enough for them the high commands to hear 

Whose future strength forecasting thought defies ! 
Enough for them, to wait in holy fear — 
To follow, where Christ leads who shall make all things 
clear ! 



Thus went they forth with Hope imrealized, 
And pregnant with the elemental trust, 

Whence blossom Faith's Divine perfections, prized 
By Angels as they gaze upon our dust, 
And Love's fair germ shall break its earthly crust, 

As treasured juice, in summer, clothes with green 
The expectant forest : but their Saviour must 

First light benignant Heaven with noonday sheen, 

And bid the liquid wealth descend in hallowing mien. 
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VI. 

They waited on their Lord, and knew not yet 
How glory's promise should be made complete. 

Now to the shadowy slopes of Olivet 

He leads them. There mysterious memories meet : 
There prophet voices echo round His feet ! * 

Say ! is it time ? Shall Israel now return 
To Him they pierced, assembled round to greet 

The Lord of Life, with hearts, whose censers bum 

In pmrple flame of love, the grace of them that mourn ? 



VII. 

The hopes of man speed quickly ; but more vast 
Are God's designs than human hopes can paint. 

E'en nature's beauty, when it bursts at last, 
Surpasses what is told in presage fidnt : 
And shall the world redeem'd from earthly taint 

Else up when man expects, and where, and how ? 
No ! Brighter beams the glory of the saint 

Than gladdening vision that e'er cheer'd his brow. 

But long withholds its gifts, though all seem ripe below. 

* Zee. xiy. 4. 
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VIII. 

And so their thoughts haste onwards, gladly fed 
With utterances of promise from their king. 

But know not yet that yon feir light lies spread 
On gather'd clouds of lifelong suffering : 
Nor see they yet unveil'd the orb, whence spring 

The rays of splendour. Farther than their thought. 
And not in ways of their imagining. 

Comes the supernal kingdom, richly fraught 

With conquest oyer all, and joy from Godhead brought. 

IX. 

Their Saviour bade them wait whilst He led on 

To worlds unknown. New power shall soon be theirs. 
The power of the Most High, from Heaven's great 
Throne 

Roused by the call of His triumphant prayers ! 

In fear they gaze and every bosom shares 
One soul-entrancing sympathy, one awe. 

One deep foreboding, whose dread joy dieclares 
The speedy advent of some nobler law 
Than yet His words had told, or yet their fancy saw. 
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Whence does His countenance gain a power so new 
As that which fixes now their ravish'd eye ? 

His irresistible love, which ever drew 

With glance of might the sorrowing outcast nigh, 
Beams on them now with a strange potency. 

Fear strings the harp on which love's fingers play, 
And expectation's magic melody 

Sinks on the soul, with notes that long delay, 

But point to what shall be and lead them on their way. 

XI. 

Oft had they seen His Hand uplift to bless. 

But now they felt soul-elevating ties. 
Which seem'd in bonds of kindred holiness 

On those wide wings to bear them to the skies : 

Now felt they new, transcendent energies 
From His five wounds in radiant ardour shine ; 

Hands, Feet, and Side grew lustrous as His eyes : 
So from seven doors of light* the Love Divine 
In torrent-power gush'd forth which Heaven could not 
confine. 

* Rev. V. 6. 
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XII. 

They wondered at the Majesty of might 

Which clothed His Blessing, greater than of yore. 
But suddenly ^is Form from their rapt sight 

In calm ascent to Heaven's efiulgent door 

With motion effortless began to soar. 
As things by natural impulse seek their rest, 

The glory still rose upward more and more : 
Its lingering beams upon their hearts impressed 
. Let loose the chains of love, and boimd them to the blest. 

XIII. 

Their eyes were fixt upon His path of glory : 
And ev'n the very sight thereof scem'd strong 

To lift them up to the celestial story* 

Where He should build in grace for ages long 
His everlasting Temple. There the song 

Of angels shall be timed in nobler swell 
With inspirations of the ransomed throng 

Around their Lord in glory called to dwell. 

The Breaker is gone up If Let Saints His triumph 
tell! 

* Amosix. 6. f Micahii. 13. 
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XIV. 

A cloud received Him from the sight of man, 
But Angel's welcome burst, no longer dumb : 

They who keep guard around Creation's span. 

With shouts prepared the way where He should come : 

A cry of worship spread through Heaven's great dome. 

** Lift up your Heads, ye everlasting gates ! 

" Spread wide the entrance of the eternal Home, 

'' Ye that are throned as watchful Potentates ! 

" The King of glory comes, for whom yon portal waits."* 

XV. 

" Who is the King df Glory ? Who shall take 
*' The crown of triumph, as creation's Head, 

'* The everlasting throne ? " f Entranced they spake : 
The expectancy of ages, J ere it fled. 
Thus gather' d in the questioning of dread. 

Waked the glad.tidin§s of the Saviour's name. 
" He comes, from battle gloriously sped, 

** The Lord, whose voice sustains our starry fr'ame !" 

Heaven heard the word with joy, and blazed with holier 
flame. 

« P8. xziy. 7. t Ps. zziy. 8. } I Pet i. 12. 
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XVI. 

Froin order on to order of pure forms 
The wonder and the joy responsive rang. 

New brightness gilds them now ; new ardour warms, 
As, parting where He past, in awful clang. 
Their ranks from side to aide the trophies sang. 

From the white throne* which cherubs bear supreme,! 
Unseen went forth the Love, whereon they hang, — 

Unseen of old : but now the lightning's gleam 

Ghrows pale before the rays from the slain Lamb]: which 
stream. 

XVII. 

He sits upon creation's central Throne, 

Within the arms of Godhead § call'd to rest. # 

The substance of the infinite glory shone 

From his pure countenance worthily express' d. 
As from a mirror, which in union blest 

Absorb' d the glory of the abyss profound, 
Hidden till now from holiest and best. 

The realm of grace, in manhood nobly crown' d. 

Woke with an eye of Love, whence joy thrill'd sparkling 
round. 

* Rev. XX. 11. t Ezek. x. 1. t Rev y. 6. § John i. 18. 
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XVIII. 

Now rose on high as Chief and Lord of all 
The race that once beneath the Angels' feet* 

Were chained by nature down on earth's dark ball. 
Matter's imprisoning forms are made complete 
In Christ with Godhead's fulness f as the seat 

Of Wisdom manifold and effluent loye4 

A Temple § where all hierarchies must meet|| 

Throughout the ninefold Heaven. The mystic Dove 

Has placed on man's weak brow the crown that shines 
above. ^ 

XIX. 

In ages past the voice went forth from God ! 

To Mediation's Throne it call'd Him high ! 
Ere yet His feet the suflfering vale had trod : 

Ere yet was seen the awe-clad Majesty 

Of His great Person stooping down to die ! — 
" Sit Thou on My Right Hand : a Priest art Thou, 

" A Priest and King, while endless ages fly.** 
** Ere Heaven's glad shout reveal'd the morning's glow 
'*Thou art the Eternal Son, ft predestined Conqueror 
now.§§ 

• Ps. viii. 5. t Col. ii. 9, 10. J Eph. iii. 10. § John u. 21. 

II Col. i. 20. IT Heb. ii. 9. •• Ps. ex. 1, 4. tt Ps. li. 7. 

§S I Pet. i. 20. 
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XX. 

In ages past went forth the Sovereign Voice, 
Calling the unseen Lord to His high place. 

Now myriad angels in one song rejoice : 

Ten thousand times ten thousand harps of grace 
Bid circling strains symphonious spread through space. 

" Worthy the Lamb, who gave His Blood, to claim 
** Glory and worship, throned in the embrace 

" Of power and might, from whence at first He came !* 

<' Blessing and praise are His, surpassing every 
name ! " f 

XXI. 

The Hosts of Heaven in worship bow*d to Man ! 

In Man the Personal God they saw reveal' d, J 
The Image of the Father ! § Now began 

The reign of Him whom God the Father seaPd. || 

But while in Heaven to earth's great ^ Child they yield 
Sublime submission, shall their love forget 

Those whom He chose as fellows on the field 
Of earth, the few that stand on Olivet, 
Wondering at this great work whose end they see not 
yet > 



• Rev. V. 11-13. tPhil. il.lO. J Jch. xiv. 9. §Heb.i. 8. 
II Job. vl. 27. IT l8. iv. 2. 
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XXII. 

No ! For the work of love is worship's soul, 

And angels joy in service fixt to wait 
Upon Christ's body. His Divine control 

Binds all the hosts that throng Heaven's open'd gate, 

And wheresoe'er He bids them bow. their state. 
Their voice is not found missing from the throng, 

Though far away their work they consummate. 
The path of glory where He came along 
Brings earth within the reach of Heaven's triumphant 
song. 



XXIII. 

And two from Heaven's bright legions in the flood 

Of that imearthly Hght were seen to stand. 
Where but a moment past the Saviour stood : 

Their beaming love explain'd their high command. 

Fill'd with new joy, the Galilean band 
Return' d from Olivet. Then prayer and praise 

In conscious fellowship of Gk)d's Right Hand 
Found a bright door of hope, a deathless blaze ! 
Nations as yet imbom the unceasing song shall raise. 
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XXIV. 

The Lord is King for ever ! Praise the Lord ! 
Let Alleluias G)l the air around ! 

Upon the Throne of Majesty ador'd 

He sits triumphant,* whilst his foes are bound 
Beneath His feet made subject. f Loud the sound 

Of water-floods J of life by His Breath moved 
Travels in thunder through the abyss profound ! § 
There gathers He the people that He loved ! 

There endless peace affords to those by suffering proved ! 

XXV. 

Exalted thither by the power of grace, 

We in the bliss sublime are made to dwell ! || 
The Eternal Father calls us to that place 

Where sits the Son from ages loved so well ! 

Such glory circles meek devotion's cell ! 
Heaven's brilliant sentinels in wonder bow 

Before the mystery which no tongue can tell ! 
From Earth's mean children once enchain'd so low 
Godhead's inherent light streams forth exhaustless now !^ 

• Rer. iii. 21. t Ps. ex. 1. J Ps. xadx. 10, § Rev. xix. 6. 

D Eph. i. 3. % II. Pet. i. 4. 
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XXVI. 

O Thou, Heaven's mighty Father ! Thou hast raised 
The Manhood of Thy Consubstantial Son 

To that high glory where by Angels praised 
He dwelt with Thee ere time its course begun.* 
Whilst in Thy strength our earthly race we run, 

Liift our dull hearts, inspired by Sovereign might. 
To contemplate the bliss that He hath won. 

Sustaining by Thy purifying Light, 

Those whom by grace Thou call'st to Thine ethereal 
height. 



* John xvii. 5. 

ft. 



KYRIE ELEESON 



LoBD; have mercy upon us ! 

Fatheb, blest, supreme ! 
Chbist, have mercy upon us ! 

Sole-begotten Beam ! 
LoBD, have mercy upon us ! 

Spibit ! Quickening Gleam 

Fatheb ! Thou in splendour 

Hidest Thy full might ! 

Son I In flesh Thou showest 
God's eternal Light ! 

Spibit ! Thou dost waken 

Man's too feeble sight ! 
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Fatheb ! All creation 

Owneth Thee its Lord ! 

•Son ^ By Thee were all things 
Out of nothing pour'd ! 

Spibit ! Worlds adore Thee 

Making known the Word. 

Fatheb ! We have lost Thee, 
Shrouded since the Fall ! 

Son ! Thy Love, to find us, - 
Lifted up the pall ! 

Sfibit ! Thou dost save us 

From the encircling thrall ! 



Fatheb ! Hearts of blindness 
Fail to see Thee now ! 

Son ! Thy Touch imparteth 

Sight's entrancing glow! 

Spibit ! Thine indwelling 

Giveth power to know ! 
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LoBD, have mercy upon us ! 

Fount of endless love ! 
Chbist, haye mercy upon us ! 

Ruling from above ! 
LoBD, have mercy upon us ! 

Ever-sheltering Dove ! 



V 



SORIPTUEE SUBJECTS. 
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THE 



DEATH OF ELI 



How can Philistia's frenzy 

By Israel be withstood ? 
The flame which bums a forest down 
Ravaging over the mountain's cr6wn 

Laughs through the wither* d wood. 

The lion from the upland 

Bounds on the flock that stray : 

These parted from their shepherd's care 

Plead vainly to the desert air, 
An easy, helpless prey. 
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And Israers ranks were trembling 
Like stray'd and trembling sheep : 
Their hosts were frail as morning mist 
To meet the terror that rudely hiss'd 

From each strong tower-girt steep. 

The citizens of Shiloh 
An awM deed had dared : 
The God they grieyed with lawless will. 
They tempted now in hour of ill. 

And His ark profemely bared. 

The Priests have left their worship 
On strange unhallowed task, 
l£ Qod, perchance, will honour them 
Who scom'd each sacrifice and gem. 
Where counsel they might ask. 

The High Priest sate in the gate. 

But not alone was he : 
A Yoice of judgment spake within ; 
Thick beat his heart with ghastly din : 

He mused on agony. 
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The women came to weep, 

Where God's bright mercy stood : 
But the ark is missing from the floor : 
Its mitred guards their burden bore 
To stay the advancing flood. 

Yes ! Jordan at that token 
Had check'd his swelling tide : 

But wilder foams the rage of man : 

No torrent e'er so fiercely ran 

From wintry mountain's side. 

Daughters of Levi ! weep 
For spouses, sons, and sires : 
They march no more with the promised aid 
Which Jordan's waters once hath stay'd : 
Quench'd are the holy fires. 

Around this chosen place 

Would Heaven give answer kind : 
But wherefore bear to strife of war 
The peaceful covenant's mystic car, 

When the God is left behind ? 
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The hangings of the shrine 

Mutter' d blank sounds of gloom : 
And the badger skins, which bristled without. 
Heaved with a power, that roam'd about, 
As if restless in the room. 



The cries of babes unheeded 
Mix'd with their mothers' wail : 
So the wind howling nightly strives 
With storm-cloud when it downward drives, 
Both telling one dark tale. 

Hope cast a vacant scowl, 

For Love's pure beams were dead : 
It's skies, once golden with the sun. 
Roll threatening now his light is done. 
All lowering over head. 

The soimd of desolation 

Moan'd through the market-place : 
But it died for a moment, dumb like stone. 
Whene'er from the roof the watch made known 

New signals of disgrace. 
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The aged priest sate n^ournful. 
Yet saw not aught around : 
Deep, troublous forms his fancy view'd 
Of crimes long past by fate pursued, 
Nor ask'd he of the sound. 

His darken'd vision rear'd 
The memory of a child, 
Whom once he taught to catch from heaven 
Last warning words of grief, now given 
In deluge wide and wild. 

He saw that child of love 
Stand on the battle plain : 
As night before the dawning day 
Shall Ithamar soon waste away 

With many a blood-red stain. 

Two futures interwoven 

Glimmer' d before his eye : — 
A life entwined in doubtful wreath 
Grew pale round the dark scarf of death, 
That wrapped his progeny. 
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These twain seem'd to be striying 
In fierce, relentless liate, — 
The savage curse and God's own hope : — 
Oh ! what if the promise have lawful scope ? 
Oh ! what if doom prove great ? 

So wept he for his sons 

In sad, sear'd bondage perish'd : 
Glory that might have lit their brow, 
Flash'd fork'd in frightful fury now 

From the sanctuary unchensh'd. 

• 
Yet sterner anguish throbb'd 

Within his aching breast : 
God grant the children's blasting doom 
Drag not down in one yawning tomb 

The tribes' fond hope of rest. 

With two-fold sympathy 
The joint forebodings rang ; 
Whilst fears more sad than thoughts of home 
To Israel's priest fast crowding come 

From the battle-field's echoing clang. 
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Let the children in their sin 
From the book of life be swept ! 

But let not Abraham's God forsake 

The home which in Shiloh He deign'd to make ! 
Let the Covenant's oath be kept I 

Israel's hopes of triumph 

Were dearer to his soul 
Than the fond delight of a other's care. 
And he sued to Heayen in silent prayer 

By the laws mysterious roll : — 

By the ephod and the breast-plate. 
Whose oracular wealth he wore : — 
By the budding rod within the shrine : — 
By the holy oil which mark'd his line : — 
By the prophet power of yore. 

He claim'd the strength of Heayen, 

And felt a god-like glow, 
When he thought of Aaron's ancient dread. 
From the line of the first-bom forfeited. 

And Ithamar holds it now. 
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*Tis his before the people 


To meet the God of Heaven : 


And though his back be bent with years. 


And his eye be dim with lengthened tears. 


The Eternal's word is given. 


By the heritage of power 


He invoked the God of might : 


But he grew chill because that day 


His sons had borne the ark away 


^ To the rioting chance of fight. 


Then rose a sudden uproar : 


And a bustle fiU'd the street : 


And the wail of women bu^st more loud : 


And he heard a tumult through the crowd, 


And tramp of a runner's feet. 


Tramp !— Tramp ! The feet fell heavy 


For they bore a weight of woe : 


And the priest immoved bade all draw near. 


The tale of Israel's doom to hear. 


Their God's decrees to know. 
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His eyes had lost their light. 
But with palsied hands he felt 
The man-of-war, whose stalwart form, 
Like an oak tree smitten by the storm, 
Quivering before him knelt. 

Then told the man-of-war 

How the ranks were overthrown : 
" Hophni and Phinehas are slain : 
" And who shall rally the tribes again ? 
" For the ark of God is gone." 

Swelled with a nations sorrow, 
The tottering old man sigh'd : — 
" My sons ! Life's warfare now is o'er ! 
" My people !" — ^adding nothing more — 
" My God !" fell back and died. 



/ 



DAVID'S LAMENTATION OVER 
SAUL AND JONATHAN. 



Oh ! weep for the beauty of Israel perisli'd, 
And the glory of Jacob laid low on the plain, 

For he whom my soul with affection hath cherish'd/ 
Upon high on the mountains in battle is slain ! 

In Oath never publish the sorrowftil story, 

In the wide streets of Askelon tell not our woe, 

Lest Philistine daughters exultingly glory, 

And the daught^ of those who no covenant know ! 

Ye mountains of Gilboa ! never may morning 
Her plentiful dews on thy pasturage shed, 

Nor soft rain from Heaven with verdure adorning 
Fall in showers of blessing to water thine head ! 
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Thy fields be they desert for ever forsaken ! 

UnhaUoVd the fruits that enliven thy plain ! 
From thee shall no offering ever be taken 

To give to JEHOVAH, His blessing to gain. 

For Israel's hope was on thee disappointed, 
And the shield of the mighty flung down in the fray. 

And as though he had never with oil been anointed, 
Was the shield of the proud son of Cis thrown away. 

Oh Jonathan ! never by cowardice broken, 
The barb of destruction whizz'd swift from thy bow, 

And soon as the word by the mouth had been spoken, 
The iron of Saul fell with death on the foe. 

In life they were pleasant and beautiful ever. 
And their love did unchanging in changes remain, 

Nor death had the power its bond to dissever. 
But seem'd to bind closer the heavenly chain. 

The speed of the eagle before them has languish'd 
The strength of the lion before them has fled : 

Oh! weep then, ye daughters, for. them that are 
vanquished! 
Lament ye for Saul and for Jonathan dead ! 
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David's lamentatiok. 



For Saul, who liath clothed you with raiment -whose 
whiteness 

Surpast the soft snow, and its softness ezcell'd. 
He deck'd you with* jewels and gold to whose brightness 

No produce of earth as a rival is held. 
Lament ye and mourn, for the sword in his fury 

Hath glutted his thirst in the blood of the great. 
Oh Jonathan ! high on the mountains of Jewry 

Thou hast fallen a prey to the Philistine hate. 

My love towards thee cannot change to another, 
Nor is woman's affection so constant as mine. 

Thou wert dearer to me than the name of a brother. 
And my heart is all trembling at parting £rom thine. 

The weapons of warfare which Israel cherish' d, 
Who now shall be able in battle to wield ? 

Oh ! weep, for the great in the carnage have perish' d, 
And the mighty of Jacob are slain in the field ! 



1841. 



ST. JOHN, 
THE FORERUNNER. 



*' There went out unto him all the land of Judea, and they of Je- 
rusalem, and were all baptised of him in the river of Jordan 
confessing their sins. St. Mark L 5, 



The wliirlwind, and the cloud, and vision bright 
Of self-infolding flame from earthly sight 
Bore up the prophet : yea ! and Jordan's wave 
To his blest presence reverent homage gave. 
Can this be he, who to those ancient banks 
Bids Israel haste with penitential ranks, — 
In outward mien the same, as when below 
He hailed the fires of heaven on Carmel's brow ? 
Behold ! He comes ! for not in garb alone 
Is this the same : his awful power is one ; 
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And one the Spirit imparted from on high. 
Indwelling gift of holiest Majesty. 
He comes to Jordan ! There the voice of man 
Echoes the cry that Heaven's own voice began,— 
Accents of terror link'd with thoughts of grace ! 
** The penitent alone shall see Messiah's face." 



^ 



THE 

FISHERMEN OP BETHSAIDA. 



Jeremiah xtL 16. ; St Mark I 16, 17. 



The house of Hunters !♦ Human thought 

So named their village home, 
But now the Voice Divine hath taught 

On nobler chase to come ! 

The fisher's craft a parent's care 

Had chosen for their lot : 
But now the bark of Heaven is there ; 

These nets must be forgot ! 

Hunters of men ! Their shout of glee 
Each echoing mountain gave ! 

Fishers of men, where'er the sea 
Of nations rolls its wave ! 

• Beth-Saida. 
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THE 

FALSE WITNE 



Ps. XXXV. 11. 



How oft a treacherous voice within 
Hides from our thought some secret sin, 
With beauteous charm of reason's voice 
Mantling the bosom's wilftd choice. 

And if the truth on earth be found, 
By mocking witness quickly drown' d« 
The accents of salvation die, 
Unheeded midst the busy cry. 
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So are we like to faithless Jews, 
Eager with falsehood to accuse, 
And prompt to run, with willing feet. 
The purposed errand of deceit. 

O Saviour ! How does many a wile 
Thy very chosen ones beguile ! 
Keep us. Blest Jesus ! May Thy name 
Be hallowed here from worldly shame ! 



THE 

JUDGMENT OF THE WORLD. 



Isaiah liii. 4. ; Luke xxiii. S5, 



God's angry frown the gazing world beholds, 
But heeds not there soft mercy's hidden voice : 

To faithful hearts the day of wrath unfolds 
With peaceful summons, calling to rejoice. 

So when on Calvary's darken' d height was shown 
The wondrous image of Redeeming Love, 

They thought upon the weight of guilt alone, 
And knew not wisdom beaming from above. 

They dared not think of suffering holiness. 

Whose hearts, self-judged, of sin's wild triumphs 
tell: 
Like to themselves He seem'd, who now to bless 
From Godhead stoop' d, midst himian woes to 
dwell. 



THE 

REPORT UNHEEDED, 



Isaiab liii. 1. ; St John xii. 37. 

Habdlt doth Nature's voice arrest our ear, 
Though hymning choirs attend the changeful year ; 
While chaunts of praise, in harmony sublime 
Of active bounty, swell from clime to clime. 

Nor heed mankind, if wisdom's gracious law 
Give warnings loud with accents clothed in awe. 
So Sinai's whirlwind, earthquake, fire, depart. 
Void of all power to wake the slumbering heart. 

And if the Omnipotence of love make known 
God's present truth, by circling wonders shown ; 
Yet marvel not, though faith be slow to reign : 
The Spirit must be given, or all were vain ! 



THE 

STONE OF STUMBLING. 



Isaiah viii 14. ; St. Luke ii. 34. 



The messenger of mercy oft may fear 

Lest his own voice increase the gathering woe : 

But round the throne dread trumpet-blasts we hear, 
Sounded by those who best God's goodness know. 

Then dream not, blessings only should surround 
Heaven's wise ambassadors to man forlorn : 

Death's sickening taint beneath their hand is found,* 
If blessing's proffer'd fulness meet with scorn. 

So are they like to Him, whose* cross they hold, 
To childlike hearts a sanctuary of grace, 

But, spum'd with hate's proud words by murmurers 
bold, 
A snare for many, a dread stumbling place. 

♦ II Cor. ii. 16. 



THE 



RICHES OF POVERTY. 



Isaiah Tiii. 16. ; Matthew xiiL 10, 11. 



Is the voice which comes from Heayen, 

Still a dark and secret tale ? 
To the poor the word is given : 

Is it closed behind the vail ? 

To the world the truth is hidden ; 

Of the few its depth is fomid : 
They who do the thing forbidden, 

Vainly hear its holy sound. 

But the humble, poor in spirit, 

Shall its mystic treasures see : 
Would' st thou Heaven's rich stores inherit, 

Seek from this world to be free. 



THE 

WELL OF LIFE. 



I 
Isaiah WiiL 11. ; John vii. 38. | 



A DBEABT waste this toilsome life appears, 
Whilst here we wander our appointed years : 
But still from Zion springs the fount of health 
To soothe our journeying thirst with liquid wealth. 

Unfailing plenty ! would we only bow 
To drink its gracious waters as they flow ! 
If oft we droop, the fault is ours alone, 
For oft we cease God^s powerful gift to own. 

That saving well glad earnest sure shall give 
To all that of its depth will taste and live. 
Drink of that cup of gi*ace : then lift on high 
Thine hallowed head, thy God to glorify ! 



SONNET I. 



Written upon the First Page of an Album which had been pre- 
sented as a new year's g^ to my Mother. 



A NEW year claims my verse for a new book. 

What shall I write of, that it brings with it ? — 

Things strange and common, fitting and imfit, — 
A motly group, that on its rising look, — 
Some sternly bare, as crags that guard a brook 

Just issuing from the mountain, others lit 

With heavenly joy, as by the beams that flit 
Continuous, the meek flowers of that wild nook 
Are touched, themselves like rays that, from the sun 

Forthstreaming, here took root, nor would remove. 
So gentle thoughts sun*ound the year begun, 

Though storms o'er bleak magnificence may rove. 
One only solace cheer'd our Lord ; and one. 

Among our many, is a Mother's Love. 

1852. 



SONNET II. 



Written on a fly-leaf of Dante. 



As downward leaps Velino's cataract. 

That roaring thunder-fall of marble waters, 
Or, as the Alpine Virgin's fearful daughters, 

All-swallowing lawines, sweep the mountain tract ; 

So, Dante ! did thy glance, thy voice, thine act, 
Plunge to the gulf where hell's fire oceans hiss. 
Till mortal echoes ringing through the abyss 

Proved Theseus' f&hled wanderings less than fact. 

Imagination smiled, upon thy page 

Whilst gazed her sister, Truth, with eager eye. 

Truth doubtful, if indeed her future age 
Were mirror'd there in imroll'd destiny. 

Her sister's arts discovering, blest the sage. 

By ensnaring Truth Truth's ofiBspring proved to be. 



SONNET III. 



The same continued. 



And higli thy genius soar'd with ea^le flight, 

Through Penitential Fires, to the blest realm, 

Where near the Almighty Governor of the helm. 
Throne-circling rainbows in the excessive light 
Appear but darkness, on the sacred height, 

Where no sotmds vibrate save the angelic hymn 

Of treple glory, chaunt of Seraphim, 
While gold-crown'd Elders ceaseless homage plight. 
Hail, sovereign Bard, who from the ethereal motmt 

Descending symbolizest heavenly lore ! 
Since yet my feeble powers from thy pure fount 

Of wisdom drink but little, thirsting more, 
I pray thee multiply thy gift's amoimt. 

Expounding daily thine exhaustless store. 

1844. 



i 



SONNET IV. 



THE MIDNIGHT WALK. 



Dabk all arotmd) and not a star above ! 

The very trees that make the darkness more 

Are formless, like to vague desires that soar 
Around the darken'd heart and void of love, 
Blinding what light there is, that only prove 

Their own uncouth nonentity! Those four 

Black clouds of vegetation, that hang o'er 
The wayside, seem as ghosts of night to move, 
Unsoothed by any soft breeze from on high. 

But hark ! a change comes o'er the path of time ! 
Midnight is toll'd ; and ancient minstrelsy 

Pours from the neighbouring tower its constant 
chime. 
So still the soul's unsinking energy. 

Amidst earth's darkest night, springs up sublime. 

Sept. 20th, 1848. 



SONNET V. 



BY STARLIGHT ON THE DANUBE, 

(above Ratisbon) in an open boat. 



Ha.il, ancient stream, upon whose mighty breast 
The illustrious host, — they of the boundless deep 
The nightly rulers ! — gazing from the steep 

Of Heaven, delight to find an earthly rest, 

Where nothing comes their tranquil to molest. 
Save that which renders homage e'en to sleep. 
The splash which tells that turmoil yet must keep 

Away from some kind region of the blest ! 

And hail, ye grey crags clad with darkening pine. 
Who stand in guard aroimd this starry court. 

Ye rocky pillars of the watery shrine ! 

All hail ! and if life's journey be but short. 

As this my passage is, yet things divine 
Are by your mystic silence deeply taught. 

Sept, 24M, 1845. 



SONNBT VI. 



UPON A FALL OF SNOW. 



(From the Italian rf Filicaja.) 



Ye falling snows, mirror most truthful fomid 
Of our own life, oli ! how ye wake the thought 
Of those, which winter premature hath brought, 

Whitening my brow, as growing years colne round ! 

Think and prepare I must, whilst ye propound 
The eternal change to this frail thing of nought : 
For with no error can his deed be fraught, 

Who dies midst life with sorrow's inward wound. 

And, oh ! how like to yours our wasting lot ! 
A single breath imdoes, corrupts, dissolves 

Both of us, — both by nature formed to rot ! 
Even as I speak, the circling Heaven revolves, 

And one same movement, with no preference shown, 

Turns you to water, — me to dust alone. 



\ 



SONNET VII. 



THE SAME SUBJECT. 



(From the Italian of Filieaja.) 



That man miglit think upon bis end, and fly, 
By constant death, beyond this living time, 
In various web the painter, dread, sublime. 

Traced out our perishing humanity ; 

But stream so swiftly sped, breeze hurrying by. 
Shadow that vanisheth at blush of prime 
All seem'd in aspect and in tint a mime. 

That much below their imaged truth did lie. 

Whence He those others, livelier far, employed. 
And that each man his mortal might perceive. 

Scattered on earth the snows, and quick destroyed 
Tremble (He cried) who hears me, and believe 

As water turns to water in one day. 

So be it sure, does man of clay to clay ! 

_ 



SONNET VIII. 



UPON THE DIVINE PROVIDEXCK. 

(Frcm the limiimm ^FUiaiifm,) 

With pious watcbfulnew the mothei^s gaiEe 
Melted in loye, upon her sons doth rest : 
One on the hrow she kisses ; to her breast 

Holds one ; or on her feet, or lap doth raise ! 

And whilst their looks, or sighs, or varied ways 
Make known the infinite language of request. 
One with a glance, one with a word is blest : 

Her smile or anger equal love pourtrays. 

So keeps the sovereign, boundless providence 
For us kind wateh, to solace, or to guide : 

Hears all alike, to all will aid dispense ! 
And, if some promised bounty be denied, 

Would, by denying prayer, to prayer invite ; 

Or, feigning to deny, thus grants aright. 



MISCELLANIES. 



ON THE 
BIRTH OF THE PRINCE OF WALES. 



Who hath not watch'd the rippling tide 
Burst on the shore with silver sound. 

And as its waters gently glide. 

Heighten the tranquil calm around ? 

Who does not feel a thrill of peace. 
As on the gurgling wave he gazes ? 

Who does not wish it might never cease, 
Longing to leave life's turbid mazes ? 

Thus does our Sovereign's peaceful sway 
Burst on our ears with murmurs mild ; 

Gentle and grand as the open bay. 
Graced with the voice of her regal child. 
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But where do we fail in the symbol sought ? 

And where do our efforts fall to nought ? 
That was a muser's dreaming pleasure : 

This is a nation's living treasure ! 



Nov. 9th, 1841. 



'FORGET ME N O T.'» 



' Tis said that once the Danube's tide 
Bore on its deep blue course 

A myosotis from the side 
With its resistless force. 

Hard by there sat a maiden true, 

The fairest of the fair ; 
Her eye, it was the brightest blue. 

And bright her auburn hair. 

And near her stood a comely youth. 
Of tall and graceM mien ; 

His look embodied loye and truth, 
If these on earth be seen. 
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He said — behold that little wreath, 
Just rent from off the shore ; 

It seems like beauty seized by death 
For us to see no more. 

It seems to catch its sapphire blue. 

From out thy radiant eye, 
And boasting its celestial hue, 

To smile and then to die. 

And so I seem, as here I stand. 

In happiness supreme, 
But when I leave thy fairy hand, 

It flies as if a dream. 

Go — get me then that little flower — 
The laughing maiden spake — 

And when thou leaVst this sylvan bower, 
1*11 keep it for thy sake. 

He lean'd from off the fragile bank ; 

The smiling wreath he got : 
But feU beneath the wave and sank, 

And said, — Forget me not. 
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His parting gift the maiden took, 

And wept her lover's fate, 
And mourning in that secret nook, 

Above the stream she sat. 

And as she lean'd above the waters 

With tearful downcast eyes, 
She seem'd to call the Danube's daughters 

From out the flood to rise, 

And tell her, if beneath the wave. 

On any by-gone day. 
So £ur a form had foimd a grave. 

As he who there now lay. 

She ever kept the little flower, 

Through all her ftiture lot. 
And bade it, as it charmed her bower. 

Be called, — ^Forget me not. 



1841. 



A VISION. 



These is a lake, and £eur away, 

Where not a shadow dares to stray, 

And if ever its waters rippling vie 

With the scented breeze of that cloudless sky. 

It is only to kindle the flushings bright. 

Of a wreath of gems from its watery height. 

On its radiant margin I paused in fear. 

And heard a harping ; but far or near 

I could not tell, and away it past. 

Like the full-toned swell of an organ's blast. 

All was wonder, and after awhile 

I saw the banks of an emerald isle. 

That tower'd o'er the waters with peaks of gold. 

Which seem'd in wild unmeasured play 

To sprout on high and melt away, 

But still were there, though they never grew old. 
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I waited in rapture, and still my sight 
Saw more and more in the realm of light. 
For long was my dim imtutor'd eye 
Ere it caught the glow of the symphony, 
As the colours whirled in mazy round, 
The embodied spirit of light and sound. 
And then I was touched by an airy hand. 
That said, ** Come on to our feiry land, 
For we dwell in the isle, when our task is done, 
And this is the realm of the Central Sun.'' 
But who are ye — ^was I fain, to ask — 
That are blest in the cradle of light to bask? 
" We are three, — but we move along, ' 
One spirit in all, one voice of song : 
Three Sisters are we, and on Earth they say 
That Iris holds the scarf of day : 
But ours is the task to weave and to hold 
The symbol of love from the days of old. 
And even but now, within the hour, 
Did'st thou hear the din of thunder-shower : 
The echoes on high were Ml and clear, 
But on Earth it was dark and robed with fear; 



i 
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And but for us it had rioted there 

In clouded anger and dark despair : 

We turned it to plenty, we made it to smile! 

But come along to our Emerald Isle ! 

Come boldly on to our region bright, 

For gay are the doings, they say, to-night I" 

So spake she, and sudden her sisters twain 

Stept light as the breeze on the glittering main. 

And spread their tissue, a rainbow-boat. 

In whose glittering curl I might safely float : 

Each gave me a hand, and we glided away 

To the lovely island, the fount of day. 

On many a lawn, as we wandered by. 

Did we hear the exuberant melody : 

But at length we stopt where sprites were seen, 

Glittering with joy on a dewy green : 

And then they plunged m a stream of light. 

And flapped their wings, and shone more bright. 

** But who are these ? " and the fairy said, — 

** When the beams of day are wasted and fled. 

Hast thou not mark'd how each tender flower 

Closes its bud at the evening hour ? 
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But not in sleep do they pine away. 
For their graceful spirits have power to stray, 
And they close the gates of their earthly home. 
Whilst here to their native joys they come : 
Here gather they lustre whose fostering grace 
May kindle their fragrant dwelling place : 
So shine they the whole day long, but see 
There is strife in the radiant company. 
Prizes are given to all ; but still 
The Rose is the chief, both in power and skill : 
The umpires have spoken, but yet she must tell 
Her claim to the chiefdom, and mark ye well ! " 

Not for ^Eushion, not for show. 

Is the prize I bear ; 
But the truth of ancient times 

Decks the robes I wear. 

Many a flower has eam'd a name 

Fancy's brow to grace : 
Lover's vows are frail, and they 

Lost their envied place. 



/ 
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But I seek not as my praise 

Charms that cannot last ; 
Better by my birthright wooed. 

Heiress of the past ! 

Treasured memories of truth 

In my fragrance live : 
Grace received from days long gone 

Wakes the joy I give. 

Paradise in bridal wreath 

Mix'd the rosy spray : 
I exhale the perfumed wealth 

Of eternal day ! 

She had spoken, and every one blest the queen 
Of constant faith and holy mien : 
And the breezes worshipped, with tuneful lays, 
The emblem of truth and of ancient days. 



PEACE 



The orb of Peace is glorious, though it rise 

From death's dark night on victory's blood-stain'd 

skies, 
When nations wearied with continuous strife 
Seek in the light of Peace the strength of life : 
But best shall they recall the kindly aid 
Who least in passion's vapoury haunts have stray'd. 
The eye long dazzled by the meteor's glow, 
In pride of strength, and triumph's gorgeous show. 
Forgets the present blessings while they last. 
Whose tranquil radiance gilds the storied past ; 
But purest, brightest, loveliest. Peace shall shine. 
When hail'd in worship as the Law Divine. 
Yes ! Peace is noblest, when in conscious might 
A nation sheathes the sword of vigorous fight. 
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And armies leave their desolatiDg task, 
Though angry vultures still for carnage ask, 
Not because ranks unslain begin to cease, 
But that a foe may live, to be a friend in peace. 



II. 

When duty calls, let cannon roar. 
And metal thunders shake the shore ; 
But louder than their angry swell 
Let hymns of praise in gladness tell 
That love resumes her ancient reign, 
And Europe lives in peace again ! 
Insatiate is the savage beast, 
Who once in blood hath bathed his feast ; 
But, England ! let not passion's crew 
Keep bare the sword which justice drew ! 
A nobler victory thou shalt claim 
Than glitter'd e'er in blazon'd name ; 
If now thou bid revenge and pride 
Turn from thy lordly ranks aside. 
And fly unmask' d in foul disgrace. 
Whene'er they seek to claim a place 



u 2 



292 PEACE. 



Amidst the counsels of the land. 
Too mighty for their mean command. 
O holy triumph, when we learn 
In friendship tow'rds our foes to turn, 
And cease from war's tempestuous din 
To vanquish evil thoughts within ! 



III. 



Cbimea ! Thine inhospitable sea 
Shall rage for ever unsubdued and free, 
But o'er thy waters love shall trust her sail, 
And memory welcome many a glorious tale ! 
The bards of Greece with fables fiU'd thy shore, 
But ah ! no fabled grief do we deplore ! 
Peace, midst her songs, shall not forget to weep. 
And mix salt sorrow with thy stormy deep : 
For tears of love, by grateful nations shed. 
Nourish the fruitM glory of the dead ! 
A nation's life is one from age to age ; 
And armies die not out on history's page. 
The homage, which affection loves to yield, 
Tells of a heritage of power concealed; 
And in the strivings of a mourner's soul 
Fresh energies for future deeds unroll ! 
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Ten thousand guards around the Persian came, 
With constant change, Immortals but in name : 
Not such the hosts which sailed from Britain's shore ! 
In British hearts they live for ever more ! — 
Immortals they ! not buried, but enshrin'd ! 
In whose dead heaps a deathless voice we find. 
A voice rings ever from affection's cell, 
And bids be brave, since brothers died so well. 
Come, let us weep ! and weeping learn to raise 
The immortal vigour of the dead we praise ! 
A nation, weeping o'er her armies slain. 
Is pledged to kinsman's deeds, by kinsman's duteous 
pain! 



IV. 



ALMA. 



1. 

What sudden fury tears the breast 
Of Alma, sluggbhly at rest ? 
The war and hail are there to-day 
Of nation's wrath in deadly play ! 
Her waters bear unto the sea 
The stains of blood-bought yictory, 
As if 'twere meet the briny foam — 
Proud vassal of our island home — 
Should taste the draught of valour shed 
So nobly in her tiny bed ! 



/ 
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2. 

At noon's fierce glare the stream flows cold : 

And Raolan in hot strife is bold. 

'Tis first to-day that thousands rush 

Where streams of glory redly gush : 

And he is there, as if to tell 

How gloriously their fathers fell ! — 

Spared on, to tell the ancient Duke 

That England's sons defy rebuke, 

And mountains droop like Tallies, when 

A foe looks thence on Englislunen : — 

3. 

Spared on, to tell that near us dance 

The banners of once hostile France ; 

For valour's heritage must live, 

But discord has no life to give ! 

'Tis valour's happiest act, to say 

That feuds of yore are past away ! 

Thus join'd in glory be the name 

Of him whom sickness could not tame, 

St. Abnaxjd ! Yes I Our tears shaU flow 

For him, too soon by death laid low ! 
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'lis silent all : the sluggish stream flows on, 
Unmindful of the deeds of glory done. 
Though balls of metal 'neath its waters sink. 
And heroes' graves heave up beside its brink, 
Its weary waters wash the ensanguined clay, 
And war's tumultuous havock dies away : 
For heroes' struggles leave no trace behind 
Except some kindred resting place they find. 
But England ! thou to Alma's brook shalt turn 
And drink new strength from memory's copious urn : 
The tide of love, which that bright noon hath stirr'd, 
Shall roll loud echoes forth, by distant ages heard. 



BALACLAVA. 



1. 

Baxaculya ! I turn to thy flowery plain, 
Where a carpet of life seem'd to welcome the slain, 
And to tell them that glory, trod down in the soil, 
Has a force of its own, which the graye cannot spoil. 



Balaclava ! The sun, as he mounted his height, 
Look'd down on the glittering steel with delight : 
And brighter than flashes of helmet or sword 
Was the courage that waited for victory's word. 



Balaclava ! The Turk from his station has fled. 
And the ranks of the enemy widely were spread : 
But a welcome shall greet them from Saxon and Scot, 
That in ages to come shall be never forgot ! 
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4. 

Balaclava ! The Russians rode up by the hill, 
And the brave Ninety- third with their muskets were 

stiU: 
Now they kneel to the fire : but the smoke was in 

vain! 
Now they fire in their breasts : and they fire not 

again! 



Balaclava ! The cavalry rush to the fight, 
Enniskillens and Greys in the glory of might ! 
Midst the foe they are lost, as if whelmed in the 

flood: 
But see! they come back, all bespattered with 

blood! 



Balaclava ! But why do I call to thee now ? 
For has valour ought left to ennoble thy brow ? 
O yes ! for when bidden the Briton will go 
Wherever the guns, and whoever the foe ! 
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7. 

Balaclava! But pause we to weep while we 

wonder ! 
Thy redoubts on that day gave a greeting of 

thunder ! 
But the noble Six Hundred ride fearlessly on : 
Where their country has sent them, their work shall 

be done ! 

8. 

Balaclava i The gazers were mute with dismay, 
When they saw the quick tide of that brilliant 

array! 
To their memory now let our homage be paid, — 
The Hussar, and the Lancer — the dashing brigade ! 



VI. 



INKERMAN. 



NoYEMBEs's fog had gathered on the height ; 

In vain the sun that morning seemed to rise ; 
His beams, as bayonets, were hid from sight, 

In serried struggle with the watery skies. 
2. 
And e'en to such a fight were roused the slumbers 

Of England's hosts on Inkerman that day, 
In valorous conflict lost amidst the numbers 

Which mantled all the hill with ranks of grey. 



Then bravely, hand to hand, each soldier fought ; 

Each stroke unseen an endless impress gives ; 
The Coldstreams lead the flght, by Cambridge brought ; 

Their death was veil' d! their valour deathless lives ! 
4. 
They rush'd into the atmosphere of death, 

Resolved to make it melt with valour's noon ! 
They knew that not in vain they spent their breath. 

Whose gasp of glory was to triumph soon ! 
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5. 
They saw not whence the cloud-borne vengeance 
hail'd; 
So nature shrouded them ere death they met : 
But duty taught their ears, though eyesight failed, 
And on they marched with firm set bayonet. 

6. 
And who shall tell how gallant Cathcast died ? 

His bleeding body must the tale reveal, 
Which echoed, as men rallied to his side, 

His last stout bidding of the stedfast steel. 

7. 
O hapless fight ! which plundered such a heart 

From reverent gaze of England's grateful love ! 
And left for us in warfare's treacherous mart 

The vacant thoughts where mournful memories 
move! 

8. 
Alas ! The shrine of glory fills too fast ! 

A host of heroes strew'd the plain that night ! 
Alas, that death should slake a thirst so vast. 
And drink an army's blood in one stem fight ! 



VII. 

The stonu of war ploughs up the heart's deep ground, 

And scatters seeds of glory all around ! 

But let not peace be indolent ! her care 

Shall nurture energies awaken' d there : 

Her deeds shall witness, with rich increase blest, 

God's image stamp'd on man's creative breast ! 

War laughs in pride, unthinking while it wounds. 

Yet midst the madness, good supreme aboimds ; 

But peace first lives in truth, when conscious love 

Unites her active zeal to God above. 

Though guns be silent, and the sword be dry. 

Yet all is war, where godhead is not nigh. 

The common impulse of one Father's will 

Alone can bind in peace and screen from ill ! 

Oh ! when shall Christendom behold her life. 

And rise divinely from intestine strife ? 

Then peace shall shine with glory ! Then at last 

The deeds of valour dared through ages past — 
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The deeds of high endurance— the great fight 
Of those who struggled on in duty's light, 
Who, midst their warfiEire, look'd to noblest ends, 
And fell, as fell the brave, whom God befriends, — 
Then the long prowess of life's varied war 
Shall fill the heavens with many a deathless star ! 
In glittering ranks around the dazzling Throne, 
Each shall reflect a glory of its own ! 
Then shall all clouds depart ! all woes shall cease ! 
The sun by day shall gild the stars with peace ! 
Then ! — ^but before that glorious light shall burst, 
I see black tempests robe the world accurst. 
Peace is not ours, till faith has reigned supreme : 
In faith's pure casket love's rich jewels gleam. 
The Lord's bright sword is bare for mighty deeds : 
They only shall have peace, who follow where He 
leads! 



FINIS, 



G. N. Lemum, Printer, Teddington 



ERRATA 



Page 6, line 13,— /or "and" read " where" 

Page 8, line 4,T-/or *' foretell" read " forthtell" 

Page 39, line 9,— /or " and" read "which," * 

Page 52, line 20,— /or " Parents" read " The Parents." 

Page 57, line 14,— /or " when" read " where" 

Page 93, line 12^— read 

"Where crowds were daily thronging round." 

Page 104, line 1, — read 

" Philemon lives, hut lives on earth no more." 

Page 145, line 7, — read 

" Worthy th* Eternal Lamh for sinners slain." 

Page 184, line 14,— /or perception's" read "perceptions." 

Page 233, line 2,— /or *' Angel's" read " Angels' " 

Page 292, line 1,— /or " The land," read " a land," 



